Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2016 


https://archive.org/details/oldline1950univ 


II  PM  6 
Sl6  ( if 


• • 


'Pm. 


OLD 

STUDENT  MAGAZINE 


-N  ' »-  * „ 


■ 


- C.4v&$ 


Are  you  shunned  because  of 

Green  Tooth  Brush? 


Then  polish  your  plates  with  the 
NEW,  NON-CORROSIVE 

PIANA 

The  Tooth  Paste  of  Musicians 

1.  More  musicians  recommend  Piana  than  people. 

2.  More  musicians  abuse  Piana  than  people. 

(According  to  a recent  survey  among  Piana  approvers) 
For  best  results,  use  D.D.T.* 


a product  of  Bristle-Misers  Co. 


PIANA  — for  the  Smile  of  Putty 


* P.  S.  For  correct  brushing,  use  the 
DOUBLE  DUTY  Tooth  Brush  with  the 
twist  in  the  handle  (pictured  above). 
1,000  dentists  helped  design  it. 


Thanks  lo  Fo-Paws 


Above  is  the  first  in  a series  of  ‘‘Ads  of  the  Month” 


on  this  issue 


The  little  man  reposing 
on  the  cover  a la  nudist 
colony  is  a creature,  which, 
for  want  of  a better  name, 
we  have  termed  a gook. 
He  is  the  brainchild  of  our 
art  editor,  Bernie  Gagnon, 
who  has  seen  fit  to  plant  it 
(or  him,  take  your  pick) 
indiscriminately  in  two  or 
three  other  spots  in  this  is- 
sue. What  to  call  this  little 
monster  or  what  to  do  with 
it  (him)  once  we  name  him 
(it)  has  been  perplexing  the 
staff  all  summer.  He  seems 
to  be  a quick  change  artist, 
although  it  appears  that 
he’s  always  caught  with  his 
pants  down. 


Freshmen,  this  is  for  you.  Not  for  you  alone,  for  we  want  to  do 
our  bit  to  dis-orient  any  other  poor  fool  who  picks  up  this  issue. 
But,  really,  we’ve  had  our  eyes  on  you  from  the  very  first  page. 
We’ve  tried  to  let  you  in  on  the  fate  that  awaits  you  as  a Maryland 
student.  We’ve  thought  of  everything. 


For  the  frustrated  females  who  are  attempting  to  pick  their 
sorority,  Mary  Lakeman  has  donated  a few  choice  tid-bits  ex- 
tracted from  rushing  hand-books.  Bernie  Gagnon  has  peered  into 
the  inner  sanctum  for  a birds’  eye  of  the  sorority  houses.  The 
athletically  interested  should  get  a kick  out  of  the  story  on  Tatum's 
Terps.  And  Mary  Lakeman’s  thoughtful  heart  has  penned  sample 
letters  home  for  you,  lest  you  forget. 


Most  of  you  will  be  entering  A&S,  so  you’ll  want  to  read  about 
your  new  big  boss,  Dean  Smith,  in  Ginie  Bennett’s  close-up.  As 
far  as  campus  traditions  are  concerned,  Ginie  has  taken  care  of 
them,  too,  in  her  Carroll-like  poem.  We’ve  even  lined  up  your 
future  for  you  with  real  portraits  of  Maryland  grads  and  how 
they  got  that  way. 


And  there  it  is.  Look  for  yourself.  And  welcome  to  Maryland. 
Glad  to  meetcha. 
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AH  Join 
Jclnds  l 


All  join  hands  with 
Beech-Nut  Gum! 


Circle  around  and 
reach  for  some! 

To  enjoy  its  fresh 
coolness,  don't  be  slow ! 

Swing  to  Beech-Nut, 
Do-si-do. 

Y’  can't  beat  Beech-Nut 
for  taste  and  quality . 
Swing  to  Beech-Nut... 
Beech-Nut  Gum! 
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What  are  YOUR  first  impressions  of  college?  If  you  haven't  decided 

yet,  take  your  pick  of  these  authentic  samples.  One  of  these  MUST  fit  you 


Dear  Mom, 

“The  beautiful  room  (as  advertised  in 
the  catalog)  turned  out  to  be  a spacious 
6x8  cubicle  which  I share  with  three  other 
guys.  They  are  friendly  fellows  however, 
and  I look  forward  to  many  enlightening 
bull  sessions  with  them.  One  of  them  is  a 
football  player  named  Czyrnwicz,  an  ex- 
cellent example  of  the  primitive  unspoiled 
man  which  I am  looking  forward  to  study- 
ing further  in  sociology.” 

Dere  Mom, 

“Everything  is  sure  swell  heer.  I like 
college  swell.  Coach  Tatum  has  sure  been 
swell,  and  I thanked  him  for  the  skolar- 
ship.  They  sure  feed  us  real  swell.  There 
is  a lot  of  grand  guys  on  the  team.  There 
is  also  a lot  of  pretty  girls  on  campus  but 
I don’t  go  much  for  that  stuff.  I have  to 
close  now  as  it  is  time  for  practice.  I like 
college  swell.” 

Dear  Folks, 

“Things  are  going  very  nicely.  I have 
spent  a good  deal  of  time  ingratiating  my- 
self with  the  local  political  leaders.  I got 
them  on  my  side  the  other  night  by  buying 
them  all  beers  and  then  repeating  my 
name  fifty  times  so  they  wouldn’t  forget 
me.  I dress  immaculately  at  all  times  and 
put  more  verve  in  my  ‘hello’  than  any  of 
the  other  fellows.  I have  let  everyone  know 
that  I was  President  of  my  senior  class. 
With  this  good  foundation  I have  laid,  I 
am  confident  of  victory  in  the  freshman 
elections,  and  then  of  going  on  to  even 
greater  heights.” 

Dear  Sis, 

"Maryland  is  just  wonderful.  I met  the 
nicest  boy  at  the  frosh  mixer.  He  is  a 
Fraternity  Man  who  said  he  just  dropped 


by  Mary  Lakeman 


in  “to  watch  the  show.”  He  gave  such  a 
line  about  us  just  being  in  college  to  get  an 
M.R.S.  degree,  whatever  that  is  . . 

Mother  Dearest, 

“Please  send  at  once  my  rubber  sheet. 
I have  an  upper  bunk  and  my  room  mate 
has  been  complaining.  I brush  my  teeth 
three  times  a day,  like  you  said,  and  have 


not  strayed  into  a beer  hall  like  the  ruf- 
fians do  . . .” 


Dear  John, 

“In  spite  of  your  advice  to  the  contrary, 
I have  decided  to  become  a sorority 
woman.  Last  night  I was  pledged  to  Iota 
Iota  Iota  sorority.  It  was  a beautiful  and 
impressive  ceremony.  Afterwards  my  new 
sisters  took  me  to  the  Varsity  Grill  where 
some  big  smooth  creatures  called  frat  men 
came  over  and  sat  with  us.  You  know, 


John,  it  hardly  seems  fair  to  either  of  us 
to  maintain  this  binding  relationship.  Per- 
haps it  would  be  best  if  . . .” 

My  Every  Thought, 

“Now  that  I have  arrived  at  the  stage 
of  maturity  where  men  are  MEN,  I can 
look  back  at  our  high  school  days  and 
smile.  Not  that  I won’t  cherish  the  memory 
of  every  moment  spent  with  you  my  dear, 
but  there  comes  a time  in  every  man’s  life 
when  . . 

Dear  Mother, 

“Rushing  is  hell  . . . !” 

My  Darling  Bessie, 

How  is  everything  in  the  old  home  town? 
Gee,  I miss  you!  After  one  week  at  the 
U.  of  M.  I have  become  quite  a Joe  College. 
Ha,  Ha.  This  place  is  so  big  and  impres- 
sive. I can’t  wait  until  you  come  down  for 
a weekend  and  I can  show  you  around.  I 
have  discovered  the  most  interesting  local 
phenomenon  called  the  tunnel,  which  I 
know  you  will  enjoy  seeing.” 

My  dearest  parents, 

“I  can't  help  but  feel  that  this  childish 
orientation  procedure  is  but  a manifesta- 
tion of  the  common  man’s  innate  and  bar- 
baric infantilism.  The  other  evening  my 
close  friend  Roger,  who  is  also  a philosophy- 
major,  and  I were  sitting  in  the  local  drink- 
ing institute  discussing  Man  and  The  Uni- 
verse, when  we  were  accosted  by  some 
local  woman  of  questionable  character.  We 
dismissed  her  at  once.  She  had  never  heard 
of  Nietsche!  You  may  have  noticed  my 
frequent  use  of  the  word  local.  Well,  it 
seems  to  best  indicate  the  meagerness  of 
this  town  which  doesn’t  have  even  an 
( Continued  on  page  16) 


PIPE  HIKE 


And  new  strides  in  the  College  oi 

by  Virginie  Bennett 


PIPE  SMOKE  and  the  low  hum  of  a masculine 
voice  filled  the  room  where  the  two  of  us  had  been 
interviewing  a man  for  the  past  hour  and  a half.  The 
pastime  was  absorbing,  and  we  were  listening  intently. 
From  the  outer  office  came  the  sound  of  the  Secretary’s 
voice  murmuring,  “I’m  sorry,  but  the  Dean  doesn’t 
hold  office  hours  on  Saturday;  may  I help  you?” 

The  girl  she  addressed  seemed  upset,  and  we  could 
hear  the  unhappiness  in  her  tone.  “No,  I must  talk  to 
the  Dean.” 

Our  friend  stopped  in  the  middle  of  the  story  he  was 
relating.  “Excuse  me  a minute,”  he  said,  “I’ll  see  if  I 
can  be  of  assistance.” 

Within  a few  minutes,  he  returned.  He  had  answered 
the  girl’s  questions  and  had  made  an  appointment  for 
an  interview  later  in  the  following  week.  In  that  short 
time  he  had  added  another  friend  to  his  growing  list  of 
Maryland  students.  This  ready-to-help  attitude  is  only 
one  of  the  qualities  that  has  endeared  Dean  Leon 
Smith  to  Maryland  students  since  he  took  over  as  Dean 
of  the  College  of  Arts  and  Sciences  in  February  of  1950. 

If  background  has  anything  to  do  with  children’s 
vocations,  Dean  Smith  was  destined  for  the  teaching 
profession.  His  grandfather  was  president  of  La 
Grange  College  in  La  Grange,  Ga.;  both  of  his  parents 
were  teachers,  as  well  as  all  of  his  father’s  brothers 
and  sisters.  "My  Grandfather  was  raising  a school  sys- 
tem, it  seems,”  chuckled  the  Dean. 

After  graduating  from  high  school  in  Macon,  Ga., 
young  Leon  Smith  went  to  Emory  College  at  Oxford, 
Ga.  “Yes,  I was  in  a fraternity,”  he  said  when  we 
asked  him.  “So  were  my  father  and  all  of  his  brothers 
and  mine.  At  one  time  we  were  the  largest  family  in 
Kappa  Alpha!” 

Though  determined  to  study  medicine,  he  followed 
the  way  of  many  Pre-Meds  and  switched  to  a liberal 
arts  course;  he  was  graduated  with  honors  in  the  last 
class  to  receive  its  degrees  "down  in  the  country”  at 
Oxford.  The  college  was  moved  to  Macon  the  next  fall. 

Following  graduation  from  Emory  were  years  which 
saw  Smith  receive  his  Master’s  Degree  in  Romance 
Languages  from  the  University  of  Chicago;  a diploma 
from  the  Institute  de  Touraine,  Tours,  France;  study 
at  the  Universite  de  Poitiers  and  the  Instituto  Italo- 
Americano  at  Rome;  and  the  position  of  Professor  and 
Head  of  the  Romance  Languages  Department  at  Wash- 
ington and  Lee  University  for  three  years.  But  the 
lure  of  the  Windy  City  was  too  great,  and  after  com- 
pleting a summer  at  the  University  working  on  his 
doctorate,  Smith  accepted  the  positions  of  Assistant 
Professor  of  Romance  Languages  and  Dean  of  Stu- 
dents at  Chicago,  from  which  ensuing  years  brought  a 
doctorate.  He  remained  there  till  1942  when,  at  the 
outbreak  of  World  War  II,  he  became  a Commander 
in  the  Office  of  the  Chief  of  Naval  Operations. 

He  joined  the  faculty  of  the  University  of  Georgia 
for  two  years  after  the  war  as  Dean  of  the  College  of 
Arts  and  Letters.  In  the  spring  of  1950,  he  replaced 
Dean  Pyle  as  Dean  of  the  College  of  Arts  and  Sciences 
at  Maryland. 


Dean  Smith  among  the  books  of  his  study. 
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[ & S — Meet  Dean  Leon  Smith 


The  basis  for  the  Dean’s  popularity  is  his  readiness  to  meet  students  in 
his  office  and  discuss  their  problems.  Here,  he  is  with  a Freshman-to-be. 


“What  about  Maryland?”  we  asked. 

“We  know  you’ve  been  to  a great  many 
colleges  and  talked  to  scores  of  students. 
How  do  we  compare?  Are  our  coeds  cuter? 
Don’t  you  think  other  schools  have  better 
registration  systems?  How  do  we  rate 
nationally?” 

The  Dean  settled  back  in  his  chair  and 
lit  his  pipe.  And  then  he  gave  us  some 
straightforward  answers  to  our  questions. 

The  school?  The  University  of  Maryland 
is  a progressive  school  in  a progressive 
state.  The  attitude  of  the  state  towards  the 
necessity  for  further  progress  assures  the 
continued  growth  of  the  school. 

Athletics?  At  Emory,  inter-cellegiate 
sports  were  taboo;  the  result  was  an  inter- 
mural program  in  which  all  the  students 
participated.  Chicago,  of  course,  went  even 
further  in  its  disapproval  of  sports.  At 
Maryland,  however,  the  Dean  has  observed 
that  the  sports  program  is  well-integrated 
with  the  rest  of  student  life  and  interests. 
"Jim  Tatum  wants  good  students  as  well 
as  good  football  players,”  he  commented. 

Academically?  Maryland  has  a much 
better  rating  than  most  of  its  students  real- 
ize. The  Marbury  Report  quoted  a "good 
to  excellent  job”  being  done  at  the  Univer- 
sity. In  many  of  its  departments,  especially 
Agriculture,  Chemistry  and  Engineering, 
the  school  rates  among  the  best  in  the 
country.  In  those  fields  in  which  it  is  weak, 
it  is  rapidly  being  strengthened  by  addi- 
tional faculty  and  facilities. 

Students?  The  University  educates  a 
group  of  alert  and  interested  students.  Its 
main  problems  seem  to  lie  in  integrating 
the  Daydodgers  who  have  little  incentive 
to  participate  in  campus  activities.  The 


building  of  a student  union  building  should 
do  much  toward  improving  this  situation. 
The  strengthening,  also,  of  interest  clubs 
such  as  language  and  hobby  groups  to  the 
extent  that  they  would  offer  appealing 
programs,  would  aid  in  attaining  this  goal. 

Registration?  Maryland’s  system  of  reg- 
istration is  remarkably  smooth  and  com- 
pares well  with  others  in  the  country,  de- 
spite student  feeling  to  the  contrary.  The 
biggest  criticism  falls  on  the  advisory  sys- 
tem which  often  is  inadequate  to  serve  the 
student’s  needs. 

“All  right,  Dean,”  we  said,  “We  know 
you  must  have  some  suggestions  for  im- 
provements in  the  College  of  Arts  and 
Sciences.  And  considering  that  your  col- 
lege has  the  largest  enrollment  of  any  on 
campus,  there  will  be  a lot  of  eyes  watch- 
ing to  see  what  will  be  done.  What’s  on 
the  agenda?” 

We  may  have  thought  we’d  stump  him, 
but  it  was  obvious  that  the  Dean  had  given 
the  problem  a great  deal  of  consideration. 

The  firs!  subject  of  improvement  was 

that  which  is,  perhaps,  dearest  to  most 
student  hearts  -the  advisory  system.  Com- 


bining his  experiences  with  the  advisory 
programs  at  Chicago  and  Georgia  with  his 
knowledge  of  the  particular  needs  of 
Maryland  students,  the  Dean  has  already 
brought  changes  in  the  old  system.  Many 
of  these  revisions  were  incorporated  in  the 
fall  registration  program. 

The  most  important  point  in  the  new 
program  is  the  additional  specialized  at- 
tention which  will  be  given  to  each  stu- 
dent. “The  superior  students  need  as 
much  help  as  the  others,”  he  emphasized. 
Instead  of  an  advisor  who  merely  checks  to 
assure  that  the  student  is  enrolled  for  the 
main  requirements  of  his  first  two  years, 
there  is  now  an  individual  advisor  from 
each  department  who  may  more  capably 
instruct  the  incoming  student  in  the  ob- 
jectives and  electives  of  the  first  two  years. 
This  person  will  work  closely  with  the 
student  and  his  problems. 

The  assumption  is  that  a well-rounded 
foundation  of  freshman  courses  is  as  im- 
portant as  the  specialized  senior  electives 
of  a curriculum;  the  establishment  of  the 
student  early  in  his  college  career  by  an 
advisor  from  his  chosen  field  should  assure 
( Continued  on  page  6) 


The  Dean  pauses  to  chat  with 
students  on  the  steps  of  the  A&S 
building. 
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LEARN  TO  DANCE 

$ 

DANCE  LESSONS 

This  client  is  just  a bit  skeptical 
of  the  Old  Line’s  “pulling  pow- 
er"’ . . . hence,  this  amazing  offer. 
Phone  SLigo  0703  right  away. 

HERB  LOCKETT 
DANCE  STUDIO 

8209  Fenton  St.,  Silver  Spring,  Md. 


Smith 

(Continued  front  page  5) 

this  foundation.  It  will  enable  him  not  only 
to  be  assured  of  having  the  correct  courses 
required  for  his  graduation  but  also  to  un- 
derstand more  fully  what  sort  of  field  he 
is  getting  into  and  the  possibilities  for 
study  in  that  field. 

This  new  program  will  make  definite 
strides  in  orienting  the  individual  to  col- 
lege life  and  study,  and  will  introduce  him 
to  the  faculty  of  his  particular  department. 
However,  Dean  Smith  urges  the  students 
and  faculty  to  remember  that  the  advisory 
system  must  remain  at  all  times  "advisory 
and  not  dictatorial.” 

On  the  agenda  for  future  action  is  a 
four-point  program  of  development.  The 
program  revolves  about  a general  return 
to  a liberal  education  curriculum. 

“What  is  your  definition  of  a liberal  edu- 
cation?” we  wanted  to  know. 

"It  seems  to  me,”  the  Dean  pointed  out, 
“that  we  need  two  definitions.  Education 
is  the  making  more  available  of  the  inher- 
ent capabilities  of  the  individual.  A 
liberal  education,  then,  is  the  emphasizing 
of  those  liberating  elements  to  be  found 
in  the  definition  of  education.”  He  went 
on  to  explain  that  these  liberating  ele- 
ments, which  would  remove  much  indi- 
vidual prejudice,  dogma,  and  bias,  would 
be  found  in  the  well-rounded  program 
which  is  planned. 

This  program  entails  the  development 
of  a Division  of  Fine  Arts,  strengthening 
the  existing  departments  in  that  field  and 
adding  others  to  complete  the  Arts  course. 
This  will  involve  the  addition  of  buildings, 
equipment  and  faculty,  but  it  will  result  in 
expanding  the  University  course  offerings 
in  an  as  yet  little-emphasized  field  here. 

The  courses  which  now  are  in  predomi- 
nence,  namely  Chemistry  and  other  science 
courses,  will  be  kept  strong.  A move  will 
be  made  to  strengthen  the  weaker  ones, 
until  they,  too,  are  of  top-notch  quality. 

A further  expansion  in  the  humanities, 
“the  study  of  man’s  adaptation  to  and  con- 
quering of  his  environment — with  em- 
phasis on  the  spiritual  values  of  that  en- 
vironment” will  be  of  paramount  impor- 
tance. In  addition,  there  will  be  increased 
integration  of  the  Americanization  pro- 
< Continued  on  page  15) 
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Did  your  last  photograph 
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What  Other  College 
Mags  Are  Doing 
—A  Sampling 


COLUMNS 

'Does  your  cigarette  taste  different  lately? 
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Sacred  t ows 
of  Sorority  Bow 

by  Mary  Lakeman 


T9ir  version  of  a son»ri(y  rush  booklet 


All  self-perpetuating  organizations  bearing  Greek  names  have  a 
carefully  guarded  heritage,  a studiously  husbanded  stable  of  greats 
and  near-greats,  to  which  they  point  with  pride,  at  the  drop  of  a rush 
booklet.  Sororities  are  especially  addicted  to  this  practice.  But  they, 
like  all  the  rest,  have  their  skeletons  in  the  closet.  Herewith  the  door 
is  opened  and  the  occupants  exposed.  We  offer  the  following  facts, 
heretofore  unpublished,  couched  in  the  lush  prose  peculiar  to  rushing 
propaganda. 


Phi  Mu  Phi  nurtured  and  gave  to  the  world  Lucille  N.  Coy,  the 
original  "Aunt  Bessie"  of  the  Farm  and  Home  Hour.  (Portrait  on  left.) 
However,  in  her  college  days  she  was  famed  for  her  ability  to  down 
a pitcher  of  beer  in  two  swallows,  and  though  no  Phi  girl  would  men- 
tion it  above  a whisper,  she  once  stole  from  the  Ag  college  a white 
faced  Hereford  calf  which  she  maintained  in  the  sorority  house  for 
three  months.  This  was,  doubtless,  early  inspiration  for  her  brilliant 
career  with  the  Department  of  Agriculture. 


From  the  ranks  of  Kappa  Theta  Beta  comes  the  sweetheart  of  Fath- 
er's generation.  Just  ask  the  old  man  about  "Peaches  la  Torche, 
artiste  extraordinaire."  Once  famed  as  mistress  of  the  delicate  art 
of  grinds  and  bumps,  she  is  now  known  more  ignobly  by  her  real  name 
of  Mary  Louise  Zilch,  proprietress  of  a boarding  house  for  other  broken 
down  members  of  her  profession. 


You  will  easily  recognize  the  trio  of  young  ladies  on  the  left  as  a 
part  of  the  notorious  Clam  Gang,  recently  apprehended  on  Chicago's 
South  Side.  Delta  Kappa  Zeta  claims  the  dubious  honor  of  having 
produced  these  first  female  residents  of  Laughton  Reformatory. 


Then  there  is  Squeeltest's  own  "Voice  of  Sunshine."  After  her  care- 
free college  days  as  a physical  education  major,  she  was  active  in 
alumni  work  of  Gamma  Lambda  Epsilon.  She  soon  landed  a position 
on  the  janitorial  staff  of  NBC,  from  which  she  progressed  rapidly.  She 
has  recently  attained  the  distinction  of  being  known  as  the  original 
"Rag  Mop"  of  the  air  waves. — Mary  Lakeman. 
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The  OLL)  LINE 


Inside  a SORORITY  HOUSE 

The  never-told-before  story  of  the  goings-on  behind  the 
cloistered  walls  of  one  of  Maryland’s  most  sacred  sanctorums. 
Look  closely  now ...  it  may  be  your  last  peep. 


1+  will  probably  be  denied,  but  we 
have  it  on  good  authority  that  the 
potential  pledgee  being  given  the 
once-over  never  made  the  grade — 
her  boy  friend  didn't  have  a car.  It's 
the  sorority's  top  secret  who  owns 
the  unusual  item  of  lingerie  in  the 
room  on  the  second  floor. 
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by  Ginie  Bennett 


(With  apologies  to  Alice  Through 
the  Looking  Glass!) 


The  sun  was  shining  on  the  grass, 

Shining  quite  clear  and  bright: 

He  did  his  very  best  to  dry 
Th  e rain  that  fell  last  night — 

And  this  was  odd,  because  there  wasn't 
Any  grass  in  sight. 

The  campus  was  wet  as  wet  could  be, 
Gooey  as  glue  the  mud. 

You  could  not  see  the  walks,  because 
They  were  beneath  the  flood; 

No  trees  were  standing  in  the  mire — 
There  were  no  trees  that  could. 

The  Senior  and  the  Sophomore 
Were  wading  by  in  boots: 

They  wept  so  sorrowfully  to  see 
The  trees  were  by  their  roots: 

"This  mud  is  very  bad,"  they  said, 

"We  need  some  substitutes!" 

"If  seven  trucks  and  seven  men 
Should  work  for  seven  weeks, 

Do  you  suppose  the  mud  would  still 
Be  gooey,  mushy  streaks?" 

"Most  likely,"  said  the  Sophomore, 

And  wiped  his  tear-stained  cheeks. 

"Oh  Freshmen,  come  and  wade  with  us!" 
The  Senior  did  beseech; 

"Along  the  campus'  wide  canals, 
Whereby  professors  teach." 

He  gave  a hand  to  each  of  two, 

As  finishing  this  speech. 


"We'll  show  you,"  said  the  Sophomore, 
"Each  lovely  campus  treat." 

The  Freshmen,  nodding  heads  with  glee, 
Turned  cartwheels  up  the  street: 

And  this  was  odd,  because  the  mud 
Obscured  their  booted  feet. 

"And  then  there  are  the  many  and 
Assorted  campus  capers, 

Like  TERRAPINS  and  DIAMONDBACKS 
And  Theater  heartbreakers. 

'The  slightest  campus  gossip,  we 

Will  twist  and  blast — ' SUN  PAPERS!" 

Two  other  Freshmen  followed  them, 
And  then  another  two; 

Each  falling  o'er  the  other  in 
His  haste  to  see  the  view — 

The  campus  was  their  home-to-be, 
And  all  its  sights  quite  new. 

"Traditionally,  dear  Freshmen," 

The  Sophomore  did  expound, 
"You'll  want  to  see  the  tunnel 

Where  romancing's  to  be  found — 
It's  crowded,  for  tradition  like  that 
Always  gets  around!" 

The  Senior  and  the  Sophomore 
Trudged  on  a yard  or  so. 

Then  rested  on  a passing  pun, 
Conveniently  low: 

And  all  the  eager  Freshmen  stood  there 
Waiting  in  a row. 

"The  U.  S.  Census  says  that  there 
Are  women  more  than  men: 

But  look  around  the  campus,  girls, 
And  rub  your  eyes  again — 
You'll  find,  when  you  start  dating, 
There  are  four-to-one  of  them!" 

"The  time  is  here,"  the  Senior  said, 

"When  you  must  be  enlightened 
Of  all  the  mysteries  of  school: 

Your  knowledge  should  be  heightened — " 
"Please  Freshmen,"  cried  the  Sophomore, 
"There's  no  need  to  be  frightened!" 

"Down  the  hill,  across  the  road, 

Upon  the  tree-lined  streets, 

There's  ritual  awaiting  in 

The  brotherhood  of  Greeks — 

Beware  the  parties  and  the  pins: 

They're  changed  'most  every  week'." 

"Down  by  the  Coliseum  is 
A wonder  that  we  boast: 

The  great  Testudo  Terrapin — 

Of  mascots  he's  the  toast — 
Because  he's  kidnapped  often,  he 
Is  rarely  at  his  post!" 

The  Sophomore  paused 

His  headlong  dissertation,  in  surprise. 
The  Senior  rambled  on  about 
The  girls  'twelve-forty-fives:' 

"The  housemarms  dearly  hate 

The  extra  seconds  they  contrive!" 

"The  first  game  with  the  pigskin 
Features  Navy's  mighty  guild: 
They'll  be  playing  in  the  stadium 
We  thought  they’d  never  build — 
With  fifty-thousand  people  there 
The  grandstands  will  be  filled." 

He  turned  to  beckon,  "Freshmen  dear, 
Before  you're  old  and  grey 
And  full  of  wisdom  as  we  are  . . ." 

But  more  he  did  not  say — 

The  line  of  eager  Freshmen 
Had  drifted  on  their  way. 

— Ginie  Bennett 
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WHIT  IT  TIKES 

to  produce  a successful, 
big-time  football  team 


THE  PEOPLE  IN  THE  PICTURE  are  most— not  all— of 
the  personalities  responsible  for  the  potential  prowess  of 
Maryland’s  football  team.  The  twenty  men  and  two  women  in 
front  of  the  players  (who  are  arranged  in  an  M)  are  the 
people  behind  the  team  when  the  whistle  blows  each  fall 
Saturday.  Here’s  how  it  goes  . . . 

Pushing  the  squad  through  workouts  five  days  a week  are 
the  nine  coaches:  Hennemier,  Cudmore,  Giese,  Stewart, 
Meek,  Crawford,  Tucker,  Kinney,  and  LaRue.  Supervising 
the  whole  affair  is  the  gentleman  kneeling  front  and  center, 
Head  Coach  Jim  Tatum.  The  several  pounds  of  equipment 
each  boy  wears  is  the  responsibility  of  “Chief”  Kermit  Cis- 
sell.  The  Monday  before  each  game,  Coach  Tatum  calls  his 
players  into  a “skull  session”  and  distributes  for  their  study 
a report  on  the  team  to  be  played  next.  Usually,  one  or  two 
of  the  assistant  coaches  has  scouted  the  team  from  the  be- 
ginning of  the  season.  The  report  has  been  typed  and  mimeo- 
graphed by  Tatum’s  secretary,  Mrs.  Lou  Fegan,  who  prob- 
ably knows  more  about  the  split  T than  any  other  woman. 
By  this  time,  all  the  coaches  have  been  well  briefed  on  “the 
enemy”  and  know  the  strategy  to  be  employed  against  them. 

By  mid-week  Bill  Cobey,  business  manager  for  athletics, 
has  taken  care  of  all  the  travel  complications  even  including 
bus  transportation  from  the  players’  hotel  to  the  stadium,  if 
the  game  is  to  be  away. 

All  this  time  the  publicity  chieftains  have  been  grinding 
out  press  releases  and  mailing  photographs  of  Maryland 
players  for  the  papers.  If  the  game  is  away,  George  Carroll, 
chief  “tub  thumper”  usually  flies  to  the  game  site  about  three 
or  four  days  before  the  event,  carrying  brief  cases  full  of 
photos,  feature  and  human  interest  stories,  and  statistics 
galore  to  be  distributed  to  the  press  and  radio  men. 

The  evening  before  the  game,  Tatum  brings  his  players 
together  for  a final  briefing.  The  men  have  already  seen 
movies  of  their  adversaries,  and  they  know  from  the  scouting 
report  just  what  they  are  to  be  up  against.  At  this  final  get- 
together  the  players  receive  a down-to-the-minute  itinerary 
of  when  they  will  do  what,  right  up  to  game  time. 

Even  when  the  team  trots  onto  the  field  for  what  the  news 
stories  always  call  “the  fray,”  behind-the-scenes  work  does 
not  cease.  Assistant  coaches  are  spotted  at  strategic  points 
in  the  stands  to  report  by  telephone  on  the  teams’  perform- 
ance. Movie  photographer  Eddie  Killian — touring  with  the 
Baltimore  Colts  when  the  picture  was  taken — is  in  the  press 
box  literally  taking  in  the  show. 

Then  the  curtain  rises,  so  to  speak,  with  the  opening 
whistle  and  the  kickoff.  It’s  the  boys  ball  game  from  here 
on  in. 
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This  is  why  they  call  it  The  Split  T 

ABOVE  IS  THE  REASON  for  the  name 
“split  T.”  The  linemen  are  “split,”  or  spaced 
instead  of  playing  foot-to-foot  as  in  ortho- 
dox line  formation.  The  object  is  to  spread 
the  defense.  However,  some  coaches  using 
other  systems,  both  wing  and  T,  also  use 
this  tactic.  The  real  difference,  therefore, 
between  the  split  T and  the  regular  T is 
shown  in  the  other  photographs  on  this 
page.  The  quarterback,  instead  of  pivoting 
or  shoveling  the  ball  to  his  fellow  backs  as 
in  the  straight  T,  “slides”  along  the  line 
either  handing  the  ball  off,  as  Quarter- 
back Idzik  is  doing  to  Halfback  Modzelwski 
in  the  photo  on  the  left,  or  runs  with 
the  ball,  as  shown  in  the  first  picture 
below.  Then,  if  he  is  about  to  be  tackled, 
the  quarterback  has  the  option  of  lateral- 
ing  to  another  back  as  shown  in  the  second 
photo  below  where  Halfback  Shemonski 
receives  the  pigskin.  Thus  the  quarterback, 
who  is  the  big  man  in  any  T formation,  is 
even  more  important  in  the  split  T.  He  can 
run,  pass,  lateral  or  act  merely  as  a decoy. — 
Lou  Foye. 
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CHEVROLET 

Sales  • Service 

Visit  their  beautiful 
new  display  room! 

LUSTINE  NICHOLSON 

5710  BALTIMORE  AVE. 


She’s  expecting 

BELL  FLOWERS 

for  homecoming 

Phone:  UNion  9493 


KNOX  RD.  & BALTIMORE  BLVD. 


. . . ESOTERIC  LYRIC? 

A tender  young  heifer 

named  Mavern 

Lived  aloof  in  a 

desolate  cavern 
And  when  she  was 

questioned 

She  replied 

I'm  predestined 

To  STAR  at  M.U.'s 

LITTLE  TAVERN 


Open  anytime — night  or  day. 

LITTLE  TAVERN 

7413  BALTIMORE  BLVD. 
COLLEGE  PARK,  MD. 


Smith 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

gram. 

This  return  to  the  liberal  tradition  has 
become  increasingly  evident  throughout 
the  country  in  the  past  few  years.  Mary- 
land, too,  will  share  in  its  benefits. 

The  development  of  the  program  of  lib- 
eral education  will  not  mean  a change  in 
the  requirements  of  the  Arts  and  Sciences 
college.  It  will,  however,  bring  a change 
in  the  attitude  of  the  students  and  faculty 
toward  the  processes  and  profits  of  edu- 
cation. 

We  were  musing  to  ourselves  out  loud 
as  we  walked  slowly  down  the  A & S steps 
two  hours  later.  The  picture  of  the  tall, 
grey-haired  man  and  his  book-lined  study 
was  still  vivid  in  our  minds. 

"Imagine  the  Dean  of  the  College  of  Arts 
and  Sciences  being  First  Flutist  in  the 
University  of  Chicago  orchestra  and  in  the 
Macon  Civic  Symphony!” 

"I  never  would  have  guessed  that  he 
had  a two-year-old  daughter  as  well  as  two 
daughters  in  college.” 

“That  book  on  the  Old  French  Roman- 
ticists he’s  writing  sounds  intriguing.  Won- 
der when  he’ll  finish  it?” 

“And  he  says  tennis  is  one  of  his  hobbys. 
I'd  sure  like  to  take  him  up  on  a game.” 
There  was  a long  silence.  And  then  we 
agreed  that  Maryland  couldn’t  have  found 
a more  versatile  Dean.  Or  one  with  a keen- 
er interest  in  the  students. 

It  will  be  interesting  in  the  days  ahead 
to  watch  the  two  become  acquainted. — - 
Virginie  Bennett. 


They  have  a process  of  making 
wool  out  of  milk,  which  must  make 
the  cows  feel  sort  of  sheepish. 


A Scotchman  was  departing  on  a 
vacation  for  the  summer  leaving  his 
little  daughter  at  a summer  camp. 
As  he  left  he  called  back,  “Good- 
bye, Jeanie,  and  be  sure  to  take  off 
your  glasses  when  you  aren’t  look- 
ing at  anything.” 


Save! 

Try  Iho  C.P.  Variety  Store 
first  . . . why  pay  more? 
Phone — WArfield  389.1 

COLLEGE  PARK  VARIETY  STORE 

HI 9 llaltimore  Avenut* 


The  best  strategy?  Try  a new  hair 
style  created  just  for  you  by  the 
artistic  CORONET  beauticians! 

Specialists  in — 

• Hair  Styling 

• Permanents  (6.50  up) 

• Scalp  Treatments 

• Facials 

All  our  work  guaranteed. 

CORONET  BEAUTY  SALON 

817  DEFENSE  HWY.,  BLADENSBURG 
Phone  WArheld  9888 
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Impressions 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

opera  or  a ballet  theater.  Why  I ever 
chose  such  a plebian  institution  . . .” 

Dear  Mother, 

“You  know  that  little  place  we  stopped 
at  for  lunch  the  day  you  drove  me  down 
to  school?  Well,  I was  in  there  the  other 
night  and  there  is  more  to  it  than  met  our 
eye!  There  is  a great  big  room  in  the  back 
where  they  have  coin  machines  and  they 
sell  b - - r!  And  the  most  huge  man  I have 
ever  seen  . . 

Dear  Mama, 

“Well,  I am  gradually  getting  settled  in 
my  room,  although  1 have  not  spent  much 
time  there  this  past  week,  what  with  rush- 
ing, meetings,  lectures,  et  cetera.  My  feet 


hurt  just  awfully.  This  campus  is  so  big! 
My  room  mate  seems  to  be  a nice  girl, 
except  for  her  quaint  custom  of  getting 
up  at  6:00  a.m.  She  is  from  the  Eastern 
Shore  . . .” — Mary  Lakeman. 

Once  upon  a time  there  were  two 
little  skunks  whose  names  were 
“In”  and  “Out,”  and  they  lived  with 
their  mama  in  a great  big  tree  in  a 
great  big  forest.  Well,  when  Out 
was  out,  In  was  in,  and  when  In  was 
out,  Out  was  in.  One  day  mama 
skunk  called  Out  in  and  told  Out  to 
go  out  and  find  In  and  bring  In  in. 
So  Out  went  out,  and  in  no  time  at 


all  he  found  In  and  told  In  to  go  in. 
Mama  said,  “Oh,  Out  you’re  so  won- 
derful. How  did  you  find  In  so 
soon?”  Out  said,  “Instinct.” 


A cute  little  trick  from  St.  Paul 
Wore  a newspaper  dress  to  a ball. 
The  dress  caught  fire, 

And  burned  her  entire, 

Front  page,  sporting  section  and 
all. 


Stenographer:  “Is  water  works 
all  one  word,  or  do  you  spell  it  with 
a hydrant  in  the  middle?” 


And  then  there  is  the  guy  who 
joined  the  Air  Force  because  he  was 
no  earthly  good. 


Professors  do  not  always  mean  exactly  what 
they  say.  To  help  the  freshman  analyze  the 
remarks  of  his  instructors,  we  have  offered  in 
the  public  interest  the  following 

Key  to  College  Lectures 


You'll  find  "what  they 
say"  first  and  "what  they 
mean"  underneath  in  italics. 

“Let’s  save  the  questions 
till  the  end  of  the  period.” 

“I’ll  look  up  the  answer 
before  the  end  of  class.” 

“You  may  be  right, 
but  . . .” 

“You’re  always  wrong, 
and  this  time  you’ve  missed 
the  point  completely  . . .” 

“At  the  last  lecture,  you 
will  remember,  we  dis- 
cussed . . .” 

“Each  and  every  one  of 
you  indolent,  thoughtless 
dolts  has  forgotten  what 
my  last  lecture  was  about, 
so  I’ll  have  to  start  over.” 

“We’re  behind  time,  so 
we’ll  skip  chapter  16,  and 
go  right  on  . . .” 

“Most  of  the  final  ex- 
amination will  be  based  on 
chapter  16.” 

“Although  my  own  re- 
search and  experience  indi- 
cates otherwise,  your  book 
states  . . .” 


“You’d  better  see  it  my 
way  if  you  want  to  pass  the 
test.” 

“Of  course,  I know  that 
you  have  other  classes  to 
read  for,  but  . . .” 

“I’m  going  to  make  an 
assignment  which  you’ll 
never  finish  unless  you  drop 
your  other  courses.” 

“Of  course,  if  you  intend 
to  pass  the  course,  you’ll 
have  to  take  notes  . . .” 
“Every  word  I say  is 
quoted  from  your  text- 
book.” 

“I  am  noted  for  giving 
the  easiest  tests.” 

“This  next  exam  will  be 
a lulu.” 

“I  had  intended  to  dem- 
onstrate this  experiment 
before  the  class  . . .” 

“It  didn’t  work  for  the 
last  section,  so  I’m  not  go- 
ing to  try  it  now.” 

“Probably,  most  of  you 
passed  the  test  . . .” 

“I’ve  got  to  flunk  10% 
of  you  to  keep  my  curve . . .” 


CUSTER'S  LAST  STAND 


FREE!  A box  of  LIFE  SAVERS 

for  the  best  tvisecrack! 


What  is  the  best  joke  that  you  heard  oil  the  campus  this  week? 

For  the  best  line  submitted  to  the  editor  each  month  by  one  of  the 
students  there  will  be  a free  award  of  an  attractive  cellophane, 
wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver  flavors. 


Last  Issue’s  Winner  and  Gag: 

Rush 

Baldwin,  Dorm  I 

Sultan : 

“Bring  me  a girl.” 

Servant 

: “Very  good,  sir.” 

Sultan: 

“Not  necessarily.” 
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More 


Shoe  Repair  . . . 
Beyond  Compare! 

• 

RIVERDALE 
SHOE  REPAIR 

6241  BALTO.BLVD. 


Is  your 
timing  off? 

After  three  months  of 
“fast  living,”  chances 
are  that  your  watch  is 
due  for  a checkup  . . . 
can't  afford  to  be  late 
for  those  “8  o clocks” 
right  oft  the  bat ! 

The  old  timepiece  can 
be  repaired  swiftly  and 
accurately,  or  a new  one 
purchased  at  a budget 
appealing  price. 

Ask  J im  to  show  you  his 
selection  of  nationally 
advertised  watch  bands. 

UNIVERSITY 
WATCH  SHOP 

Jim  McCormick,  prop. 
7402  Baltimore  Ave. 


FRESHMAN  ISSUE 


Here 
again  is 
one  of  those 
triangles.  The  idea 
is  not  particularly  new, 
but  yet  it  is  amazing  that 
despite  its  staleness  and  lack 
of  humor,  almost  every  person 
will  read  this  down  to  the  very  end. 


A freshman  is  a person  who 
thinks  that  a college  is  run  for  the 
benefit  of  the  students. 


The  guys  who  think  our  jokes  are 
rough 

Would  quickly  change  their  views 
If  they’d  compare  the  ones  we 
print 

With  those  .we’re  scared  to  use. 


Then  there  was  the  girl  who 
soaked  her  strapless  evening  gown 
in  coffee  so  it  would  stay  up  all 
night ! 


“Good  Morning,  Mrs.  Kelly,’’  said 
the  doctor,  “did  you  take  your  hus- 
band’s temperature,  as  I told  you?” 
“Yes,  doctor,  I borrowed  a barom- 
eter and  placed  it  on  his  chest;  it 
said  ‘very  dry’  so  I bought  him  a 
pint  o’  beer  and  he’s  gone  back  to 
work.” 


“Who  yuh  shovin’.” 

“Dunno.  What’s  your  name?” 


Captain:  “You  are  charged  with 
habitual  drunkenness.  What  excuse 
have  you  to  offer?” 

Offender  (brightly):  “Habitual 

thirst,  Sir.” 


Home  is  where  you  can  scratch 
any  place  that  itches. 


“Honey,  while  we’re  sitting  out 
here  in  the  moonlight  I want  to  ask 
you  a question.” 

“Yes,  my  darling.” 

“Could  we  move  over  a little?  I’m 
sitting  on  a nail!” 


Then  there’s  the  one  about  the 
girl  who  stole  her  mother’s  corset 
and  then  didn’t  have  the  guts  to 
wear  it. 


Xow  it  fan  bf  told! 

Where  does 
the  money  go? 


FRESHMEN,  upon  entering  the 
University  of  Maryland,  learn  that 
practically  their  entire  savings  and 
the  savings  of  their  parents  must 
go  into  the  University  Treasury. 
After  months  of  research  the  OLD 
LINE  for  the  first  time  presents  the 
whole,  sordid  story.  What  Curley 
doesn't  dare  tell. 

Turn  the  page  and  see  for  your- 
self . . . 


An  impartial  survey, 
conducted  in  coopera- 
tion with  the  Balti- 
more Sun,  reveals  the 
following  startling 
facts.  Look  what  hap- 
pens to  your  shekels. 


W hy  pay  more? 


Buy  used  texts  and  pocket  the  savings. 


See  how  you  save! 

English  I — Reader 
Econ.  IV — Econ.  Hist,  of  Europe 
Amer.  Econ.  Hist. 
Geography  I — School  Atlas 
Intro,  to  Econ.  Geog. 
Botany  I — Text 
Zoology  I— Text 


New 

Used 

Y ou  Save 

3.50 

2.50 

1.00 

5.50 

3.95 

1.55 

4.75 

3.65 

1.10 

5.00 

2.00  to  3.75 

3.00  to  1.25 

5.50 

3.50 

2.00 

3.90 

2.75 

1.15 

4.70 

3.20 

1.50 

New  texts  also  available. 

MARYLAND  BOOK  EXCHANGE 

(Opposite  the  Gate) 
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FRATERNITIES 

SORORITIES 


BEER 


STOLEN  i 
EXAMS  J 

BOOKS 

DATES 


FACULTY 


BUILDINGS 


COACHES 

MILKSHAKES  1(>1TU 

ASSISTANCE  MOVIES  PUBLICITY 


FRESHMAN  ISSUE 


PAGE  19 


A PICTURE  6ALLER7 

What  the  Ml  can  look  forward  to 


RECENT  SURVEYS  have  presented  a dismal  portrait  of  the  prospects 
for  employment  after  graduation  from  college.  "It's  a cold,  cruel  world," 
the  pollsters  say,  "and  the  goblin  will  get  you  if  you  don't  watch  out!"  The 
OLD  LINE,  after  hearing  these  dire  prognostications,  decided  to  do  its 
own  crystal-gazing  for  the  sake  of  forsaken  freshmen  who  are  entering 
into  four  years  of  endeavor  in  the  white-pillared  jungle  at  College  Park. 
Here's  what  we  found  out . . . 


WHEN  THEY  MENTION  the  "birds,  bees,  and  flow- 
ers," there's  always  one  guy  who  knows  all  that  stuff 
backwards.  He's  the  horticulturist.  He  has  to  know  all 
the  dirt,  too — pardon  us,  Soils  is  the  correct  nomencla- 
ture. To  be  a member  of  the  glass  house  gang  you 
have  to  study  in  the  Ag  College.  They  are  the  ones 
with  the  "stuff"  on  their  shoes.  Of  course,  with  the 
man  in  our  picture,  he  has  a choice  of  odors  . . . either 
a "stuffy"  one  or  the  aroma  from  his  pet  petals. 


THEN  THERE  ARE  the  home  ec  majors  who  can 
look  forward  to  a career  of  dress  designing.  But  that 
presents  a paradox.  While  the  "new  look"  proponents 
are  covering  up  and  padding  everything  so  much  that 
we  wonder  if  "everything  that  she's  got  on  is  abso- 
lutely real,"  those  who  set  the  seashore  styles  still  keep 
making  like  they  are  designed  for  Gypsy  Rose  Lee.  This 
trend  appears  to  be  continuing  in  vogue,  however  (and 
in  Madmoiselle,  Seventeen  and  Harper's,  too).  We 
ain't  complaining;  just  observing. 
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THE  MAN  ABOVE  is  a graduate  of  Maryland's  chem- 
istry department  which,  we  are  told,  is  one  of  the  coun- 
try's best.  Just  about  everybody  at  the  U.  of  M.  is 
required  to  take  chemistry,  and  when  we  say  "take'  we 
mean  it,  just  like  castor  oil.  Unlike  all  the  students  we 
know,  this  guy  appears  to  be  at  home  in  his  lab.  It 
seems  that  he's  smelling  something  . . . perhaps  it  is  the 
aroma  from  our  horticulturist,  or  perhaps  it's  from  the 
flowers.  There's  a big  demand  for  chemists,  we  under- 
stand. At  least  a lot  of  people  are  demanding  that  the 
test  tube  toters  go  somewhere  . . . else. 


YOU'VE  HEARD  those  salesmen  and  the  farmer's 
daughter  stories,  well  that  is  the  best  publicity  we 
know  for  the  selling  profession.  The  other  day  we  even 
heard  Jim  Tatum  recommending  a graduated  football 
player  as  a "good  salesman  prospect.  We  hope  he 
wasn't  thinking  what  we  were.  This  particular  guy  had 
been  a transportation  major.  That  knowledge  will  be 
a big  help  when  he  has  to  get  out  of  town  in  a hurry. 
We  understand  that  a lot  of  Maryland  students  worked 
as  salesmen  during  the  summer  vacation  period.  Prac- 
ticing up  for  the  rigorous  life  ahead  no  doubt.  We 
wonder  if  even  the  aforementioned  gridder  could  take 
the  salesman's  job  without  a little  summer  workout  to 
get  in  shape. 


THE  FELLOW  to  the  left  holding  a schedule  looks 
almost  as  perplexed  as  a freshman  during  his  first  try 
at  bucking  the  registration  lines.  He's  supposed  to  be 
a superintendent  at  some  big  factory.  It's  his  job  to 
make  everything  go  like  clockwork,  but  most  of  the  time 
there's  a spring  busted,  and  things  go  like  hell.  Going 
to  college  really  gives  you  a lot  of  practice  for  this  job, 
because  machines,  like  your  advisor,  are  things  you  can't 
talk  to.  A machine  is  even  better  than  an  advisor  in  a 
way  ...  a machine  is  never  out. 


THERE  YOU  HAVE  IT.  Above  are  some  of  the  pro- 
fessions that  await  you.  In  a moment  of  pessimism, 
though,  it  seems  to  us  that  probably  we'll  all  end  up 
getting  our  education  at  Uncle  Sam's  expense  pretty 
soon.  So  what?  Free  room  and  board,  open-air  class- 
rooms, abroad.  Can’t  beat  that! 


FRESHMAN  ISSUE 
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Still  More  Funnies 


She  doesn’t  drink 
She  doesn’t  pet 
She  doesn’t  go 
To  college  yet. 


“I’ve  a friend  I’d  like  you  to 
meet.” 

Athletic  Girl:  “What  can  he  do?” 

Chorus  Girl:  “How  much  has 
he?” 

Literary  Girl:  “What  does  he 
read?” 


Society  Girl:  “Who  are  his  fam- 
ily?” 

Religious  Girl:  “What  church 

does  he  belong  to?” 

College  Girl:  “Where  is  he?” 

Girl’s  Father:  “Say,  it’s  two 

o’clock.  Do  you  think  you  can  stay 
all  night?” 

Girl’s  friend:  “I’ll  have  to  tele- 
phone home  first.” 


Messenger:  “O  King,  some  women 
await  without.” 

King:  “Without  what?” 
Messenger:  “Without  food  and 
clothing.” 

King:  “Well,  bring  ’em  in  and 
feed  ’em.” 


A college  professor  had  checked 
out  of  his  hotel  and  before  getting 
more  than  a few  blocks  away  real- 
ized that  he  had  left  his  umbrella. 
Returning  to  the  hotel  and  ap- 
proaching the  room  he  had  just 
vacated,  he  learned  that  a newly 
wedded  couple  had  taken  the  room. 

They  were  in  that  baby-talking 
stage,  and  as  the  professor  peeked 
through  the  keyhole,  he  saw  the 
groom  kiss  the  bride’s  tiny  mouth, 
and  heard  him  say: 

“Whose  ’ittle  mouth  is  that?” 

“Yours,”  she  cooed. 

“And  whose  ’ittle  nose?”  he  con- 
tinued. 

“Yours,  darling,”  she  assured 
him. 

“And  whose  ’ittle  hands?”  he 
asked,  kissing  them. 

“Yours,  of  course,  dearest,”  she 
replied. 

“Listen  here,  young  fellow,” 
called  the  impatient  professor 
through  the  transom,  “when  you 
come  to  an  umbrella,  it’s  mine.” 


“That’s  a hot  number,”  said  the 
steer,  as  the  glowing  brand  was 
pressed  against  his  tender  flank. 


Next  to  a beautiful  girl,  sleep  is 
the  most  wonderful  thing  in  the 
world. 


“There  are  a few  things  I neglected 
to  tell  you,  dear.” 


For  those  special  moments  this  Fall  . . . the  "rush  party"  . . . 
the  Fall  Opener  . . . the  "big  dance"  after  the  game 
. . . look  your  lovable  best  in  any  one  of  the 
exciting  new  formals  now  on  display 

Steely’s  Style  Shop 

see  it  in  Cosmopolitan  — buy  it  at  Steely’s 

4500  College  Avenue  • College  Park,  Maryland  • UNion  0520 
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E veil  More . 


Alexander  the  Pullman  porter  re- 
turned home  unexpectedly  one  af- 
ternoon when  his  train  was  can- 
celed. After  looking  around  his 
house,  he  took  out  his  razor  and 
began  to  strap  it. 

“Alexander,  what  yo’  gonna  do 
wif  dat  razor?”  asked  Ruby. 

“If  dem  shoes  under  da  bed  ain’t 
got  no  feet  in  ’em,  I’se  gonna 
shave.” 

Even  when  a gal  is  pretty  as  a 
picture,  most  fellows  like  to  take  a 
peep  at  the  frame. 


Advertisement:  “You  get  the 

girl,  we’ll  do  the  rest.” 

Young  groom:  “That  hardly 

seems  fair.” 


Guide  in  Egypt:  “It  took  hun- 
dreds of  years  to  build  these 
pyramids.” 

Tourist:  “Ah,  I see.  It  was  a 
Government  job.” 


Husband:  “The  iceman’s  been 

bragging  that  he’s  kissed  every 
woman  in  this  apartment  house, 
except  one.” 

Wife:  “Must  be  that  snooty  Mrs. 
Jones  upstairs.” 


“How  can  you  stand  the  food  at 
the  AOPi  house?” 

“I  take  a spoonful  of  Drano  after 
every  meal.” 


“My  uncle  changed  his  will  five 
times  in  two  years.” 

“Ah  ha,  a fresh  heir  fiend!” 


“Rather  treacherous  country,  eh 
Jeffery?” 


. . Funnies? 

“It’s  easy  to  write  a play.  First 
act,  boy  meets  girl ; second  act,  they 
hold  hands;  third  act,  they  kiss  . . .” 
“That’s  how  I got  arrested.” 
“What  do  you  mean?” 

“I  wrote  a five-act  play.” 


The  next  scene  is  laid  in  an  in- 
sane asylum.  They  are  serving  soup 
to  nuts.  

The  men  in  college, 

The  he-men  and  the  wrecks, 
They  do  a lot  of  talking 
About  beer  and  also  sex. 

Now  it’s  my  observation, 

In  spite  of  all  they  boast  of, 
That  between  beer  and  women, 
Beer  is  what  they  get  the  most  of. 


Adam  was  the  first  man  in  his- 
tory to  be  awarded  the  Oak  Leaf 
Cluster. 


She  (gasping) : “Oh,  please,  use 
two  hands.” 

He:  “Can’t.  Gotta  drive  with 
one.” 


f 


Why  fight  it? 


Bring  those  themes  and  term 
papers  to  us  . . . fast,  accurate 
service  guaranteed. 

Office  and 

Secretarial 

Services 

8634  COLESVILLE  ROAD 
SILVER  SPRING,  MD. 


Don't 
Lose  it! 

We  mean,  love,  happiness,  romance  with  that  certain 
someone  because  of  clothes  that  are  “TATTLE  TALE 
GREY.” 

• Pressing  While  U Wait 

• 8-Hour  Special  Cleaning  Service 

• 3-4  Day  Regular  Laundry  Service 

• 24  Hour  Special  Laundry  Service 

College  Park  Hand  Laundry 

7315  BALTIMORE  AVENUE  • PHONE  UN  7918 
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Chapel  Hill, 


Yep,  our  intelligence  tells 
us  that  the  campus  is  go- 
ing to  be  mighty  empty  the 
weekend  of  November  10 
and  1 1 . Whether  or  not  the 
Administration  declares  a 
Football  Weekend,  it  looks 
like  almost  everybody  is  go- 
ing to  be  in  Tarheel  Land 
when  the  Terps  meet  North 
Carolina.  The  OLD  LINE  is 
going,  too. 

So  watch  for  the  football 
issue  of  the  OLD  LINE  if  you 
want  to  be  a real  expert  on 
North  Carolina  football.  Out 
November  ninth. 


Coming  Attractions 

A summary  of  the  social  and 
sports  events  at  College  Park 
from  now  until  the  next  issue  of 
the  Old  Line. 


SOCIAL 

September 


Band  Concert 20 

Frosh  Mixer 22 

Religious  Life  Committee 

Reception 24 

Frosh  Barn  Dance  - - - - 29 

All-University  Dance  - - - 30 

October 

Pan-Hellenic  Dance  - - - - 13 

Convocation 19 

Homecoming 21 

November 

Autumn  Carnival 1-4 

Robert  Merrill 2 

University  Theater: 

Silver  Whistle  - - - - 6-11 


SPORTS 
Football:  Navy 


September 
- - - 30 

October 


Soccer:  Connecticut  - - - - 11 

Soccer:  Washington  & Lee  - - 13 

Cross-Country:  Pennsylvania  - 13 

Soccer:  Virginia 20 

Football:  North  Carolina  State  21 
Cross-Country:  North  Carolina  21 
Soccer:  Duke 27 


November 

Football:  George  Washington  - 4 

Soccer:  Johns  Hopkins  - - - 15 


Go!  Patronize  our  advertisers! 


SWEATERS 

Confucius  say  . . . 

"coed  without  sweater, 
like  mah  without  jongg." 

Girls,  heed  this  ancient  sage's  advice 
and  hurry  (chop  chop)  to  DAVID'S  . . . 
large  variety  at  1.98  to  6.98. 

DAVID’S  STYLE  SHOP 

Women's  Wear 

4901  ANNAPOLIS  ROAD,  BLADENSBURG 
Phone — APpelton  1331 


Say  it  with  Our  Flowers! 

FLOWERS 

FOR  EVERY 

OCCASION 

Member  Florist  Telegraph  Assoc. 
Phone  5655 

lAJo-od'l  fyloJiUt 

9066  BALTIMORE  BLVD. 


WHAT  COULD  BE  MORE  AP- 
PROPRIATE than  featuring  a 
freshman  co-ed  as  our  girl  of  the 
month?  We  picked  on  Caroline 
Pultz  and,  as  is  our  custom,  we  took 
several  poses  before  we  were  fin- 
ished. Then  we  made  our  big  mis- 
take: we  showed  them  all  to  her. 
She  looked  them  over  and  said,  "I 
don't  like  them,  any  of  them.’ 
Not  even  one  of  them?"  we  re- 
plied, Not  even  a little  bit?" 
"Well,  if  you  must  print  one,  use 
this  one,  but  the  others  are 
terrible." 

After  cross-examination,  we 
learned  that  eighteen  - year  - old 
Caroline,  who  tried  out  Maryland 
in  summer  school,  an  d liked  it, 
boasts  I 1 8 pounds  stretching  5 
feet  53^  inches  from  the  sidewalk. 
She  comes  from  Tucson,  Ariz.,  and 
likes' boys  that  can  laugh. 

As  we  left,  she  said  "You  will 
print  the  picture  that  I like,  won't 
you?"  Here  it  is,  Caroline. 
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Campus  Interviews  on  Cigarette  Tests 


odder  than  many  of  the  cigarette  tests  you’re  asked  to  make  these  days. 
One  puff  of  this  brand — one  sniff  of  that.  A quick  inhale — a fast 
exhale — and  you’re  supposed  to  know  what  cigarette  to  smoke  from 
then  on.  The  sensible  test  doesn’t  have  to  rely  on  tricks  and  short  cuts! 

It’s  a day-after-day,  pack-after-pack  tryout — for  30  days. 

That’s  the  test  Camel  asks  you  to  make!  Smoke  Camels  regularly  for 
30  days.  Your  "T-Zone”  (T  for  Throat,  T for  Taste)  is  the  best 
possible  proving  ground  for  any  cigarette.  After  you’ve  made  the 

Camel  30-Day  Mildness  Test,  we  believe  you’ll  know  why... 


More  People  Smoke  Camels 

than  any  other  cigarette! 


CA\0\CV.  QViKVVXX 


Guard  Bob  Ward- 


Maryland's  First  All-American? 

See  page  one 


Be  a good  smeller 
use  PEW! 


Just  squeeze 

flexible  bottle 

and  PEW  does  the  rest. 


ONLY  PEW  GIVES  YOU 

THESE  IMPORTANT  ADVANTAGES 


1.  Stops  respiration  immediately. 

2.  Protects  you  all  day  ...  no  one  ivill  come  near  you. 

3.  Contains  Eau  De  Manure  . . . its  aroma  takes  your  breath  away. 


Remember!  You  won't  smell  funny  after  using  PEW  . . . 
(No  one  has  ever  laughed  after  smelling  PEW). 


Above  is  the  second  in  a series  of  “Ads  of  the  Month” 


by  Ed  Howes 


Si  (I  i1  Lines 

on  this  issue 


BOBBY  WARD  really 
doesn’t  look  that  kind  to  the 
forward  wall  of  the  Terps’ 
opponents.  But  when  we 
took  this  picture,  he  pro- 
tested that  he  “just  couldn’t 
look  tough.”  So  here  you 
have  the  meek,  mild,  but 
obviously  determined  185- 
pound  Maryland  guard  who 
has  for  almost  three  years 
now  led  Jim  Tatum’s  ram- 
paging line,  especially  on 
defense. 

Bob,  a native  of  Elizabeth, 
N.  J.,  is  twenty-three  years 
old  and  a junior  in  B.P.A. 
If  he  doesn’t  make  All- 
American  this  year,  nobody 
should.  He’s  our  choice; 
he’s  his  team-mates’ 
choice;  and  he  ought  to  be 
the  country’s  choice. 


Ilcff* ms  to  the  Terps! 


TERPS — on  the  eve  of  your  big  game  for  Southern  supremacy, 
the  Old  Line  dedicates  this  Football  Weekend  issue  to  you.  But 
we  hope  that  your  football  fan-atics  will  read  it,  too,  for  we’ve 
leaded  it  this  time  with  gridiron  stuff  galore. 

On  the  cover  we’ve  got  the  great  guard  Bobby  Ward  who  gen- 
erally begins  and  ends  the  season  like  George  Washington,  “first 
in  the  hearts  of  his  countrymen.”  Then  there’s  Bill  Strasser's 
profile  of  Gloomy  Jim  Tatum  who,  as  usual,  has  all  season  long 
been  making  negative  assertions  about  Maryland’s  chances.  This, 
as  far  as  we  know,  is  the  first  real  close-up  of  the  well-padded 
architect  of  Terptown’s  gridiron  glory. 

Naturally,  with  publicity  men  saying  so  much  and  yet  so 
little  about  UNC  Tarheels,  we  thought  that  a real,  honest-to- 
goodness  scouting  report  on  the  Chapel  Hill  boys  was  in  order. 
Of  course,  we  did  get  lost  here  and  then  in  our  complex  prose, 
but  we’re  sure  that  the  dope  is  the  straight  stuff. 

Then  with  so  many  College  Parkers  traipsing  into  Tarheel  Land 
for  the  first  time,  we  decided  to  give  a brief  rundown  of  the  school 
and  its  best  scenery.  Unfortunately  for  our  male  readers,  the 
University’s  publicity  service  neglected  to  mail  us  any  samples 
of  UNC  pulchritude,  but  then  you  can’t  have  everything.  How 
does  the  team  get  there  anyhow?  Pete  Neale  tells  that  story, 
using  the  Terps’  visit  to  the  Bulldogs  of  Georgia  as  his  model. 

Just  to  add  a bit  of  the  higher  principles  of  ethics,  we  present 
also  two  sagas  typical  of  everyday  life  at  our  own  University  of 
Maryland.  Written  by  Allen  Scott,  these  tales  of  loyalty  and  love 
are  guaranteed  by  Good  Housekeeping  to  tug  hard  at  your  heart- 
strings. 

And  have  you  been  wondering  where  Testudo  is?  Well,  we 
know,  and  we’re  telling.  We  even  tells  some  of  his  life  story. 

Ed  Howes,  our  advertising  manager,  has  looked  into  his  own 
profession  and  has  come  up  with  the  second  of  our  “Ads-of-the- 
Month”  series.  We  think  it’s  pretty  good,  too. 

There  you  have  it,  Terps.  We  hope  you  like  this  issue — but  more 
than  that,  we  hope  you  kick  the  Tarheels  off  North  Carolina. 


FOOTBALL  ISSIIK 


The  OLD  LINE 


PAGE  1 


PLANE  RIDE  $1.50 

Rise  above  it  all  . . . See  M.U.  from 
the  air  in  an  8 to  10  minute  plane 
ride. 

also 

CHARTER  FLIGHT 

SERVICE  INSTRUCTION 


BRINKERHOFF  FLYING 
SERVICE 

COLLEGE  PARK  AIRPORT 


CRYSTAL 

You’ll  treasure  one  of  these  crystal 
sets  for  a lifetime.  These  delicately 
cut  crystals  from  Czechoslovakia 
have  all  of  the  luster  and  fire  of 
real  diamonds.  14.30  fax  incl. 

Other  sets  from  S6.50  up. 

UNIVERSITY 
WATCH  SHOP 

Jim  McCormick,  prop. 

7402  Baltimore  Ave. 


OLD  LINE 


Vol.  XVII,  No.  2 

Football 

Issue 

CONTENTS 

Side  Lines 

i 

Maryland's  Mister  Football 
by  Bill  Strasser  

3 

Testudo,  the  Traveling  Turtle 

by  Lou  Foye  

4 

Fables  for  Kiddies  of  College  Age 

by  Allen  Scott  . 

5 

Terps  in  Transit 

by  Pete  Neale 

6 

Collegiate  Cogitations 

Drawings  by  Bernie  Gagnon 

9 

Know  Your  Tarheels 

1 1 

What  Other  College  Magazines  Are  Doing 

16 

New  Line 

18 

UNC — a Tower  in  the  South 

20 

Coming  Attractions 

24 

Girl-of-the-Month 

24 

Ad-of-the-Month 

by  Ed  Howes 

Inside 

•ront  Cover 

STAFF 

Editorial  Business 


Editor  Lou  Foye 

Acting  Managing  Editor  . Ginie  Bennett 

Associate  Editors  Mary  Lakeman 

Pete  Neale 

Art  Editor  Bemie  Gagnon 

Women's  Editor Vivian  Geti 

Assistant  Editor  Bill  Strasser 

Contributing  Editor  Dave  Resnick 

Photography  Editor  ....  Jim  Hansen 

Copy  Editor  Ralph  Weingarden 


Business  Manager  . . Fred  Ross 

Business  Assistant  ...  Ernie  Petrell 

Advertising  Manager Ed  Howes 

Advertising  Assistants  Jack  Bingham 
Mickey  Murray 

Circulation  Manager  Don  Davis 

Office  Manager  and 

Exchange  Editor  Jim  Pearson 


Phil  Geraci  . . . Jane  Eisenhauer  . . . Mary  Baker 
. . . Dorothy  Golomb  . . . Myra  Moss  . . . Allen 
Scott  . . . Jean  Peake  . . . Joe  Kirschnick  . . . 
Betsy  Drake  . . . Doris  Retzker  . . . Chick  Cheney 
. . . Martie  Zadravec  . . . Art  Odell. 


Published  six  times  during  the  year  by  the  students  of  the  University  of  Maryland.  Office  of  Publication: 
Recreation  Building,  College  Park,  Md.  Printed  by  the  Fleet-McGinley  Company,  109  Market  PI., 
Baltimore,  Md.  Twenty  cents  a copy.  Subscription:  one  dollar  a year. 


PAGE  2 


The  OLD  LINE 


‘Moclzelewski  scored  two  touchdowns  against  Michigan  State  with  this  play,”  Coach  Tatum  says.  Obviously,  he  likes  both 

the  player  and  the  play. 


Maryland's  Mister  Football 


He  fits  the 


Terps  to  a 


split-T 


by  Bill  Strasser 


FROM  THE  TOP  of  the  stairs  came  the 
sharp  stacatto  of  typewriter  keys  casually 
clicking  away  paragraphs  of  one  of  the 
pieces  of  daily  office  correspondence.  The 
stairway  led  into  a spacious  ante-office 
where  a secretary,  busily  working,  sat  be- 
hind her  desk.  On  the  left  wall  behind  a 
glass  casement  were  mounted  several 
dozen  portraits  and  photographs,  repre- 
sentative of  all  of  Maryland's  contempo- 
rary competitive  sports.  The  clatter  of  the 
typewriter  stopped,  and  the  secretary 
glanced  up  from  her  work.  "Just  a minute, 
Mr.  Tatum  is  expecting  you,”  she  said, 
smiling  as  she  got  up  to  walk  toward  one 
of  the  back  offices. 

A few  seconds  later  she  returned.  Open- 
ing the  short  office  gate  to  the  back  hall- 
way, she  beckoned  me  forward.  “Go  down 
to  the  end  of  the  corridor,”  she  instructed. 
"It's  the  last  office  on  the  left.” 

Thanking  her  and  grabbing  my  note- 
book, pencil  and  paper,  I walked  down  the 
narrow  hall  and  entered  through  the  door- 


way marked,  "James  Tatum,  Athletic  Di- 
rector.” 

Tilted  back  in  an  office  swivel  chair  and 
casually  wiping  the  lenses  of  his  framed 
glasses  was  the  man  who,  according  to  Dr. 
H.  C.  Byrd,  was  to  put  "football  on  a full- 
time basis”  at  Maryland-  James  Moore 
Tatum. 

"Pardon  me,  sir,"  I said,  addressing  the 
37-year-old  head  football  coach.  “I’m  from 
the  Old  Line  magazine  and.  . . .” 

“Yes,  I know,”  he  broke  in.  “Won’t  you 
have  a seat?”  Rising  from  his  chair,  he 
welcomed  me  into  his  office  with  a hand- 
shake and  a smooth-flowing  southern 
drawl. 

After  I introduced  myself  and  told  him 
why  I was  there,  the  six-foot-plus  coach 
modestly  replied,  "I  hate  to  disappoint  you, 
but  I’m  a very  uninteresting  character  to 
interview.  You  see,  I have  no  outside  in- 
terests other  than  my  family  and  my  home. 
Coaching  football  is  a full-time  job  with 
me.  There  isn’t  much  more  that  I can  say.” 


But  that  isn’t  all  of  the  Tatum  story; 
in  fact,  it  is  just  the  beginning.  Athletics 
has  been  integrated  into  the  life  of  the 
Tatum  family  of  McColl,  S.  C.,  for  nearly 
thirty  years. 

What  started  James  Tatum,  son  of  a 
farmer  and  merchant,  on  the  road  to  foot- 
ball renown? 

Here  is  the  way  the  cousin  of  Lieutenant 
“Doc”  Blanchard,  former  Army  All-Ameri- 
can, explains  it : 

"Four  of  my  brothers,”  he  says,  “played 
left  tackle  in  high  school.  All  of  them  were 
fullbacks  on  their  respective  college  teams. 
When  I enrolled  in  high  school,  one  of  my 
brothers  was  the  coach  of  the  team.” 

Needless  to  say,  surrounded  with  such 
an  array  of  family  gridiron  talent,  Tatum, 
in  1920,  tried  out  for  that  high  school  team, 
made  it,  and  has  been  playing  or  coaching 
the  game  ever  since. 

For  a man  who  professes  to  "never  have 
had  any  lasting  interest  in  athletics,” 
( Continued  on  page  4) 
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Tnf  uni 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

Tatum  has  come  a long  way. 

After  he  graduated  from  the  University 
of  North  Carolina  in  1935  with  a B.S.  in 
accounting  and  personnel  management,  he 
intended  to  take  a commercial  job  with 
the  Goodyear  Company.  He  changed  his 
mind  when  his  college  coach,  Carl  Snavely, 
offered  him  a “better”  job  as  his  assistant 
at  Cornell. 

“Yes,”  says  Tatum,  “I  took  the  job  with 
Snavely,  but  I’ve  been  trying  to  get  out 
of  the  football  profession  ever  since.” 

When  he  first  came  to  Maryland  in  1947 
from  a year  of  coaching  at  the  University 
of  Oklahoma,  Tatum  was  given  “the  re- 
sponsibility of  rejuvenating  athletics  at 
Maryland  with  far-reaching  authority  in 
the  athletic  set-up,”  to  quote  Dr.  Byrd. 
And  that  is  exactly  what  he  did. 

Revising  the  Terrapins’  football  schedule 
and  reorganizing  the  means  of  ticket  dis- 
tribution were  the  main  tasks  on  Tatum's 
list  of  organizational  “musts.”  The  office 


of  Graduate  Manager  of  Athletics  was 
created  when  he  first  arrived  at  College 
Park.  This  organizational  innovation,  ac- 
cording to  Tatum,  introduced  advanced 
football  ticket  sales  at  Maryland  and  pro- 
vided for  the  distribution  of  season  passes 
to  the  faculty.  Previously,  tickets  were 
available  to  off-campus  fans  only  on  the 
day  of  the  game,  and  faculty  members 
could  obtain  ducats  for  only  one  game  at 
a time. 

What  did  he  do  to  revise  Maryland’s 
football  schedule?  His  innovations  for  next 
year  are  a good  example.  For  the  first  time 
in  the  Terps’  history,  Missouri  and  Louisi- 
ana State  University  will  play  the  Old 
Liners.  This  year  a strong  Georgia  team 
played  Maryland  (for  the  first  time  during 
a regularly  scheduled  season),  and  Navy 
was  brought  back  on  the  Terrapins’  calling 
card  this  season  after  many  years’  absence. 

Of  course,  revising  the  schedule  meant 
rebuilding  the  team  from  the  bottom  up. 


Only  by  fielding  a stronger  and  more  capa- 
ble team  than  Maryland  had  B.T.  (before 
Tatum)  could  teams  of  national  renown 
be  placed  on  the  Terps’  schedule. 

Not  only  does  Tatum  rebuild  the  team, 
but  he  constantly  strives  to  keep  it  in 
shape  during  the  season  and  in  the  sum- 
mer. During  the  summer  months  he  keeps 
in  close  contact  with  each  individual  team 
member  through  personal  letters.  Tatum 
personally  briefs  each  of  them  on  pertinent 
rule  changes,  how  to  keep  in  condition, 
and  what  plays  will  be  used  in  the  fall. 
His  display  of  personal  interest  in  each  of 
his  players  is  a vital  part  in  building  a 
corporate  team  spirit--a  winning  team 
spirit. 

Maryland’s  football  games  aren’t  always 
won  or  lost  on  the  football  field.  Tatum 
has  instituted  an  intricate  system  of  scout- 
ing and  filing  information  on  future  and 
past  opponents  to  insure  adequate  pre- 
game preparation.  This  scientific  approach 
to  football  is  characteristic  of  the  over-all 
and  many-faceted  task  of  planning, 

( Continued  on  page  19) 


TESTUDO 

the  Traveling  Turtle 

IN  A SCHOOL  which  is  grow- 
ing as  fast  as  Maryland  is,  tradi- 
tions are  hard  to  find.  But  ever 
since  the  class  of  1933  presented 
the  University  with  a five-hun- 
dred-pound bronze  terrapin,  this 
turtle’s  sojourns  have  become  al- 
most legendary.  Lately,  Testudo, 
as  the  diamondback  replica  was 
dubbed,  has  been  hidden  from 
the  public.  He  has  been  retiring 
in  his  boudoir,  resting  up  from 
last  year  when  the  latest  of  his 
most  strenuous  escapades  oc- 
curred. 

Just  now  the  turtle  is  deposit- 
ed in  a tin  shed,  among  other  cast 
objects,  awaiting  the  day  when 
he  shall  be  placed  in  splendor  on 
a new  pedestal  from  which,  Uni- 
versity authorities  hope,  Testudo 
will  not  stray.  The  present  plan 
is  to  moor  him  on  a podium  inside 
the  field  house  now  being  con- 
structed at  the  open  end  of  the 
stadium.  George  Weber,  former 
University  business  manager,  is 
one  person  to  whom  the  rural 
rompings  of  Testudo  gave  grey 
hairs.  George  is  a member  of  the 


On  his  pedestal, 
as  he  used  to  he 


class  of  ’33,  and  he  has  expressed 
the  fear  that  one  of  these  days, 
the  life  of  Testudo  would  end  at 
the  bottom  of  the  Potomac.  So 
as  soon  as  the  field  house  is  fin- 
ished, the  bronze  terrapin  will  be 
enrolled  as  full-time  caretaker  of 
the  building. 

The  last  time  the  turtle  ap- 
peared at  his  usual  home,  on  the 
pedestal  in  front  of  the  Coliseum, 
was  just  before  last  year’s 
George  Washington  football 
game.  Nothing  was  heard  of  the 
replica  from  then  until  late  in  the 
spring  when  a farmer’s  wife 
near  Fall’s  Church,  Va.,  reported 
that  he  was  lying  uncomfortably 
on  his  back  in  the  farm’s  mea- 
dow. But  that  was  only  one  time. 
There  have  been  many  others. 

Testudo  has  been  retrieved 
from  as  far  south  as  Charlottes- 
ville, Va.,  and  also  from  a swamp 


near  Annapolis.  He  has  com- 
pared scholastic  standards  at 
Johns  Hopkins  and  George  Wash- 
ington with  Maryland's. 

Once,  it  is  reported,  Testudo 
was  resting  at  the  Campus  police 
station  after  returning  from  one 
of  his  journeys.  The  story  tells 
of  a man  standing  twenty  or 
thirty  feet  from  Testudo,  staring 
at  him.  The  man  approached  a 
little  closer  after  several  minutes 
and  kept  on  staring.  Finally  he 
walked  up  to  one  of  the  cops  and 
said,  “I’ve  been  watching  that 
turtle  for  ten  minutes,  and,  you 
know,  he  hasn’t  blinked  once.” 

It  looks  like  Testudo’s  hitch- 
hiking days  are  over.  He’s  got  a 
“home  sweet  home”  to  look  for- 
ward to.  But  seventeen  years 
seems  like  an  awfully  early  age 
to  retire  to  the  fireside. 

■ — Lou  Foye. 
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Fables  for  Kiddies 

of  College  Age 

by  ALLEN  SCOTT 


I.  LOVE 


II.  LOYALTY 


ONCE  UPON  A SEPTEMBER, 
Ernest  Hardworker,  a chubby,  rosy- 
cheeked,  17-year-old  farm  boy,  entered 
State  College  for  the  first  time.  For  five 
years,  Ernest  had  toiled  from  dawn 
until  midnight  to  make  enough  money 
to  enter  college. 

Four  days  after  his  arrival  on  cam- 
pus, Ernest  met  Sally  Idol  at  the  Fresh- 
man Ball.  Sally  was  a blonde,  blue-eyed 
young  coed  who  had  never  been  away 
from  home  before.  Sally  and  Ernest 
danced,  sipped  cokes,  expressed  mu- 
tual awe  at  the  size  of  the  campus, 
exchanged  hopes  for  a successful  foot- 
ball season,  and  fell  in  love. 

Inseparable,  Ernest  and  Sally  at- 
tended pep  rallies,  freshman  class 
meetings,  literary  club  forums,  foot- 
ball games,  movies,  and  dormitory 
open  houses. 

Coming  from  his  English  I class  one 
day,  Ernest  saw  Sally  riding  in  the 
cerise  and  cream  convertible  belonging 
to  John  Bigman.  John  Bigman  was  edi- 
tor of  the  college  paper,  a triple-threat 
halfback,  president  of  the  Junior  Class, 
and  Lord  High  Mystic  of  Oo  Papa  Da 
fraternity. 

Sally  wasn’t  at  her  dorm  when  Er- 
nest went  to  call  for  her  the  next  day, 
or  the  next,  or  in  fact,  for  the  rest  of 
the  year. 

For  consolation,  Ernest  busied  him- 
self with  his  studies  of  pigs,  cows,  and 
alfalfa.  After  four  years  of  pigs,  cows, 
and  alfalfa,  Ernest  graduated  and  re- 
turned to  his  home  in  Middletown, 
Transition,  where  he  worked  on  his 
father’s  farm. 

Finding  the  farm  chores  of  pigs, 
cows,  and  alfalfa  becoming  dull,  Er- 
nest went  one  night  to  the  Grange  barn 
dance  where  he  met  chubby,  rosy- 
cheeked  Bessie  Goodhealth,  a neigh- 
boring farm  girl. 

Bessie  and  Ernest  danced,  sipped 
sweet  cider,  discussed  the  dry  weather, 
talked  over  the  fire  company  carnival, 

( Continued  on  page  15) 


VLADIMIR  SOCKEM  had  always 
wanted  to  play  football  for  State. 
When  he  was  seven,  he  liked  their 
game  uniforms ; when  he  was  thirteen, 
he  admired  their  T formation,  and 
when  he  was  eighteen,  he  was  abso- 
lutely nuts  about  their  scholarships. 

Upon  graduation  from  high  school, 
(three  years  at  end,  one  at  fullback) 
Vladimir  was  invited  to  visit  State  for 
a weekend.  Many  handshakes,  punts, 
and  forward  passes  later,  Vladimir  was 
told  to  report  for  football  practice  on 
September  first. 

On  September  first,  Vladimir  and 
five  other  fullbacks  (all  better  than 
Vladimir)  matriculated  at  State.  At 
the  end  of  the  first  week,  Vladimir  was 
sixth-string  fullback,  and  there  he 
stayed  for  four  years.  Others  were 
dropped  from  the  squad  but  Vladimir 
survived  because  he  could  prop  up  the 
tackling  dummies  better  than  anyone 
on  the  team.  As  a reward,  Vladimir  was 
allowed  to  sit  on  the  extreme  right  end 
of  the  bench,  between  the  fourth  as- 
sistant student  manager  and  the  sports 
reporter  of  the  college  paper.  This  re- 
ward did  not  extend  to  the  away  games 
since  tackling  dummies  were  left  at 
home. 

In  his  senior  year,  Vladimir  propped 
up  his  dummies  with  unusual  zest. 
State  was  Bowl  bound!  The  team  had 
rolled  over  Notre  Dame,  Navy,  Army, 
North  Carolina,  Southern  Cal,  Cornell, 
Minnesota,  and  Texas  without  being 
scored  upon.  Only  Siwash,  a small 
school  with  a 250-member  student 
body,  remained  in  the  path  that  led 
to  the  Petunia  Bowl. 

On  the  eve  of  the  Siwash  game,  op- 
portunity knocked  for  Vladimir.  In  the 
dusk,  the  State  team  was  running 
through  a final  signal  drill.  Ten  small 
figures  could  be  dimly  seen  on  the  field 
when  the  coach  called  Vladimir  from 
his  station  on  the  extreme  right  end 
of  the  bench. 

“Sockem  in  at  fullback.”  (All  other 

( Continued  on  page  15) 
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This  is  the  final  product — 
the  game  itself.  Here  the  teams  are 
changing  offensive  and  defensive  platoons. 


II  TRANSIT 


Story:  Pete  Neale 
Photos:  Jim  Hansen,  Bob  W ilds 


AT  1400  ON  THE  ELEVENTH  of  Novem- 
ber, a loud  roar  will  resound  from  straining 
human  throats  and  echo  from  the  concrete 
stands  of  North  Carolina’s  Kenan  Stadium. 

More  than  a hundred  helmeted  and  uniformed 
gladiators  will  pour  from  the  dressing  rooms; 
as  the  captains  look  on,  the  referee  will  toss 
a coin  into  the  air,  and  one  of  the  biggest  games 
in  the  South  will  be  underway. 

Not  one  of  the  howling  fans  will  be  much 
concerned  with  the  copious  blood,  sweat  and 
tears  expended  so  that  these  forty-odd  crimson 
jerseys  and  the  players  wearing  them  could  be 
delivered  to  the  scene  of  combat.  But  behind 
the  players  themselves  stand  the  efforts  of 
many  men  who  have  labored  to  produce  the 
Maryland  victory  for  which  at  least  some  of  the 
fans  are  screaming.  Take  the  preparations 
necessary  for  the  Georgia  game,  for  instance. 

The  Friday  afternoon  before  the  game,  the  The  players  congregate  in  the  lobby  of  their  hotel  in  Athens, 

team  arrived  via  Eastern  Air  Lines  at  Athens  waiting  to  register  for  their  rooms. 
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The  two  big-wigs  talk  over  the  Terps’  chances  belore  leaving 
lor  the  stadium.  Below,  Ray  Krouse  catches  up  on  his  favorite 
reading  matter  while  waiting  for  the  bus  to  report. 


and  went  by  bus  directly  to  their  quarters  at  the  only  hotel  in 
town.  The  players  and  Duke  Wyre,  the  team  trainer,  had  figured 
out  the  room  assignments  far  in  advance  and  had  checked  with 
the  Hotel  Holman  through  George  Carroll,  athletics  tub  thumper, 
who  had  come  to  Athens  ahead  of  the  team.  When  the  plane  ar- 
rived at  the  airport,  Carroll  was  waiting  for  it  with  the  room-keys, 
which  he  distributed  to  the  players  as  they  climbed  down  the  ramp. 
Two  players  were  assigned  to  a room,  and  managers,  coaches  and 
fans  moved  in  in  such  numbers  that  the  Maryland  delegation  prac- 
tically took  over  the  hotel. 

Four  days  before  the  team  even  arrived  in  Athens,  Carroll  was 
on  an  Eastern  Air  Lines  plane  headed  for  Atlanta.  He  had  hardly 
checked  in  at  a hotel  there,  when  he  was  busy  appearing  on  ten 
radio  shows,  at  two  newspaper  offices,  and  even  on  two  telecasts. 
Pictures  of  Maryland  players  in  dramatic  poses  had  been  for  four 
days  plastered  over  the  sports  pages  of  the  Atlanta  papers.  A well- 
publicized  team  would  draw  a larger  crowd  to  the  stadium. 

Meanwhile,  the  team  was  holding  the  last  intensive  workouts  in 
the  mud  of  their  College  Park  practice  field;  Coach  Jim  Tatum 
had  released  the  usual  lugubrious  predictions  to  the  press.  For 
one  week,  he  had  gone  over  with  the  team,  and  especially  his  four 
quarterbacks,  the  Maryland  plays,  the  known  Georgia  plays,  and 
the  motion  pictures  of  Maryland’s  1948  Gator  Bowl  clash  with 
Georgia.  The  team  which  arrived  in  Athens  Friday  afternoon  was 
as  well-prepared  as  Tatum  and  his  staff  could  make  it. 

No  sooner  had  they  deposited  their  gear  in  their  rooms  than 
the  whole  team  attended  a long  briefing  meeting  in  which  Tatum, 
with  blackboard  and  chalk,  ran  over  every  offensive  play,  every 
defensive  formation.  At  this  time  the  Georgia  team  was  holding 
its  final  workout,  but  Tatum,  like  most  other  top-flight  coaches, 
never  holds  a formal  practice  the  day  before  a game. 

Following  the  meeting,  the  players  had  dinner — specially  or- 
dered and  prepared  sixteen-ounce  steaks,  with  all  the  “fixins”  al- 
lowed by  the  strict  training  table  menu.  They  dined  together  in  a 

< Continued  on  page  8) 


The  team  arrives  at  Sanford  Stadium  in  the  bottom  left  pic- 
ture. Right,  the  team  solemnly  catches  up  on  shut-eye  on 
the  plane  home. 


PRINCE  GEORGES 
BANK  AND  TRUST 
COMPANY 

College  Park  Office 
4513  COLLEGE  AVENUE 
WArfield  5111 

Complete  Banking  Services 

• Checking  Accounts 

• Auto  Loans 

• Personal  Loans 

• Savings  Accounts 

• Hours 

Weekdays — 8:30-1 :00 
Re-opens  Fri.  4:00-5:30 
Saturday — 8:30- 1 2 :00 

Established  1915 

Member  Federal  Deposit 
Insurance  Corporation 


Need  a Retread . . 


Transit 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

back  room  of  the  hotel,  away  from  the 
envious  eyes  of  the  regular  patrons,  who 
were  enjoying  a less-substantial  bill  of 
fare.  At  dinner,  the  team  voted  to  decide 
which  of  the  two  movies  in  town  they 
wished  to  see.  Opinion  being  about  evenly 
divided,  half  the  team  went  to  one  and 
half  to  the  other.  The  players  sacked  in  at 
10:00,  right  after  the  show. 

Breakfast  consisted  of  another  thick 
steak,  plus  more  lengthy  “chalk  talks,” 
briefing  sessions,  and  meetings.  During  the 
latter  part  of  the  morning  Tatum  went 
over  and  over  the  Maryland  strategy  with 
his  quarterbacks.  Instead  of  a blackboard 
and  chalk,  he  used  a metal  model  of  the 
Georgia  playing  field  with  magnetized  iron 
"players.”  At  11:00  the  team  met  again  for 
a light,  pre-game  lunch.  The  tension,  which 
was  hardly  noticeable  the  night  before,  was 
now  high.  It  was  unseasonably  warm,  even 
for  Georgia. 

Under  police  escort,  the  bus  with  the 
team  left  the  hotel  in  time  to  arrive  at  the 
stadium  at  12:00,  two  hours  before  game 
time.  Tatum  and  his  quarterbacks,  Scar- 
bath,  Idzik,  Destephano  and  Armsworthy, 
walked  out  on  the  playing  field,  inspecting 
at  first  hand  the  condition  of  the  turf.  The 
team  dressed  leisurely  and  rather  quietly. 
Duke  Wyre  and  his  assistants  moved  from 
player  to  player,  adjusting  pads  and  taping 
ankles.  At  2:00  the  team  trotted  out  onto 
the  field  to  play  before  a shirt-sleeved  and 
perspiring  crowd.  Maryland,  of  course,  lost 
27-7. 


Visit  the 


RIVERDALE 
SHOE  REPAIR 

6241  BALTO.  BLVD. 


Immediately  after  the  game,  the  team 
crowded  into  two  buses  and  returned  to  the 
hotel.  They  had  to  leave  before  dark,  for 
there  are  no  lights  at  Athens  airport.  There 
was  no  time  for  dinner,  but  each  player 
had  a sandwich  and  a glass  of  milk  on  the 
plane.  But  back  at  the  Terrace  Room  at 
National  Airport  a steak  dinner  was  wait- 
ing, and  also  the  busses  which  would  bring 
the  team  back  to  College  Park.  Already  the 
players,  Tatum  and  all  the  rest  were  trying 
to  forget  Georgia  and  get  ready  to  begin 
the  whole  process  over  again. — Pete  Neale 


Save! 

Try  the  C.P.  Variety  Store 
first  . • . why  pay  more? 
Phone — WArfield  3893 

COLLEGE  PARK  VARIETY  STORE 

:tl9  Baltimore  Avenue 


Did  your  last  photograph  lack  something? 
Let  us  make  an  exciting 
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portrait  of  you! 

See  coupon  at  right  for  special  Xmas  offer 


THIS  COUPON  PLUS>*o2.PS 
WILL  PURCHASE  YOU  ONE 
8 x 10  XMAS  PORTRAIT. 

Offer  Void  After  November  30,  1950 
Phone  WArfield  8257 

Stinkman 

Photographers 

5714  BALTIMORE  AYE..  HYATTSVILLE 
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They  must  be  good! 

College  Students  have  been 
patronizing  Muth  since  1865! 

DRAFTING 

MATERIALS 

MUTH  710  13  Xtt 


CHILDREN’S 

“M” 

SWEATERS 


$4.99 

INCL.  TAX 

100%  black  wool  sweater  with 
gold  “M”  and  two  pockets. 
Sizes  4-12. 

SATISFACTION  OK 
MONEY  REFUNDED 


UNIVERSITY  SHOP 


7421  Balto.  Blvd. 

• College  Park 

Send  me  

M sweater(s) 

Size( s)  

n Check . cash  or  money  order  en- 

closed  (no  stamps  please) 

□ C.O.D.  ( feic 

cents  extra  for 

postage) 

Address  

City  

Zone.  .State 

l I.S.  Orders  Only 


Small  Yuks 

Professor  to  class:  “There’s  a 
young  man  in  this  room  making  a 
jackass  out  of  himself.  When  he’s 
finished  I’ll  start.” 


Prison  Warden:  “I’ve  had  charge 
of  this  prison  for  ten  years.  We're 
going  to  celebrate.  What  kind  of  a 
party  do  you  boys  suggest?” 
Prisoners:  “Open  house.” 


Coed  (at  dance) : “Wait  right 
here,  Joe,  while  I go  powder  my 
nose.” 

Coed  (ten  minutes  later) : “Been 
waiting  long?” 

Joe:  “No,  but  I’ve  been  looking 
all  over  for  you  to  give  you  your 
compact.” 


A man  in  an  insane  asylum  sat 
fishing  over  a flower  bed.  A visitor 
approached  and,  wishing  to  be 
friendly,  asked,  “How  many  have 
you  caught?” 

“You’re  the  ninth,”  was  the  reply. 


A castaway  on  a desert  island, 
following  another  shipwreck,  pulled 
ashore  a girl  clinging  to  a barrel. 

“How  long  have  you  been  here?” 
asked  the  girl. 

“Thirteen  years,”  replied  the 
castaway. 

“All  alone?  Then  you’re  going  to 
have  something  you  haven’t  had  for 
thirteen  years,”  said  the  girl. 

“You  don’t  mean  to  tell  me  there’s 
beer  in  that  barrel,”  said  he. 


A wise  monkey  is  a monkey  who 
doesn’t  monkey  with  another  mon- 
key’s monkey. 


FASANKO 

for  Chrysler 
and 


MOTORS 

Plymouth 


• SALES  • SERVICE  • PARTS 

UNion  8700 

BALTIMORE  BOULEVARD  COLLEGE  PARK,  MD. 


-FABLES— 

for  the  PROLETARIAT 
No.  1 

THE  THREE  LIDDLE  PIGS 

Once  upon  a time  there  were  three 
liddle  pigs,  Vassilievski,  Gregoro- 
vichski,  and  Ivan.  They  were  the 
best  workers  on  their  collective  farm, 
but  unlike  their  comrades,  who  had 
all  built  nice  warm  igloos  to  live  in, 
Vassilievski,  Gregorovichski,  and 
Ivan  lived  in  a straw  hut  almost  as 
poor  as  a capitalist  proletariat. 

One  warm  spring  day,  as  the  moth- 
ers began  the  cheerful  task  of  dig- 
ging out  of  the  ice  their  children 
frozen  during  the  winter,  Vassiliev- 
ski, Gregorovichski,  and  Ivan  carry- 
ing a loaf  of  black  bread,  a hunk  of 
green  cheese  and  a bottle  of  bathtub 
vodka  for  dinner,  were  burrowing 
home  through  the  snow.  They  were 
almost  there  when  they  heard  be- 
hind them  a capitalist  wolf,  busily 
extending  his  sphere  of  influence 
toward  the  seats  of  Vassilievski’s, 
Gregorovichski’s  and  Ivan’s  breeches. 
They  dropped  the  black  bread,  green 
cheese,  and  bathtub  vodka  and 
ducked  into  their  straw  hut. 

“Led  me  in,  liddle  tovarishi,”  said 
the  capitalist  wolf. 

“Nyet!”  said  Vassilievski. 

“Nyet!”  said  Gregorovichski. 

“Nyet!”  said  Ivan,  closing  the 
doors  and  pulling  down  the  iron  cur- 
tains. 

“Then  I’ll  exploit  the  masses,  grind 
down  the  workers,  and  also  blow 
your  house  down  with  an  atom  bomb 
sneeze!”  And  with  that  the  Wall 
Street  wolf  tumbled  down  the  chim- 
ney, tail  over  teacups. 

He  swallowed  Vassilievski. 

He  devoured  Gregorovichski. 

He  glared  at  Ivan,  who,  wearing  a 
sweet  smile,  brandished  a slightly 
worn  peace  offensive  over  his  head. 
The  capitalist  wolf  purred  softly  and 
lapped  up  the  last  of  the  spilled  bath- 
tub vodka. 

MORAL:  People  who  live  in  straw 
houses  should  always  stopper  their 
vodka  bottles  with  peace  treaties. 


Your  Sweetie  Like  Sweets? 

Take  her  a box  of  Gifford’s  fine 
quality  assorted  chocolates  — 
made  daily. 


GIFFORD’S 

ICE  CREAM  & CANDY  CO. 

Bethesda  — Arlington 
Silver  Spring 
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ULTRA-OFFICIAL 

KNOW  YOUR  TARHEELS 


Here's  the  real  story  on  the  boys  from 
Chapel  Hill  presented  by  the  OLD  LINE  in 
this  exclusive,  illustrated  scouting  report 


TO  LOYAL  TERPS  ONLY: 

THIS  IS  HUSH-HUSH 
MATERIAL  which  should 
not  be  allowed  to 
fall  into  the  hands 
of  one  Coach  Carl 
Snavely  or  any  of  his 
disciples.  This  is 
the  straight  dope  on 
the  UNC  Tarheels, 
who  every  loyal  Terp 
rooter  expects  will 
have  the  tar  knocked 
from  their  heels  and 
every  other  place  for  that  matter.  On 
this  page  are  two  of  the  North  Carolina 
gridders  who  are  counted  on  by  Coach 
"Grey  Fox"  Snavely  to  help  kick  the 
devil  out  of  Maryland. 


The  top  picture  at  left  is  of  Wingback  Bob  Gantt, 
20,  175,  5-7,  junior,  from  Albemarle,  N.  C.  Gantt, 
"hardest  worker  on  the  squad,"  averaged  18.8972  yards 
per  punt  last  year.  (He's  hell  on  those  last  0.8972 
yards.)  Although  his  coach  says  he  made  mistakes  last 
year,  he's  "smooth"  now  (his  girl  friend  tells  us).  Here 
we  see  Gantt  at  a night  scrimmage. 


Here's  the  boy  who  saved  the  day  in  the  0-0  tie 
against  Georgia.  He's  Billy  Hayes,  22,  185,  5-11, 
senior,  from  nearby  Arlington,  Va.  This  fullback  is 
also  termed  the  man  to  watch  against  the  Terps;  re- 
member it  was  FB  Hosea  Rodgers  who  ruined  the  Old 
Liners  in  their  last  game  with  UNC. 

Because  our  scouts  feel  that  UNC  is 
potent  stuff  of  the  100-proof  variety, 
we  are  suggesting  a few  new  cheers  which 
are  definitely  not  guaranteed  to  raise 
the  morals  (or  morale,  either)  of  the 
players . 

FIGHTING  DOGS  CHEER 
Our  team  is  Red  Heart 
Our  team  is  Red  Heart 
Our  team  is  Red  Heart 
WOOF,  WOOF,  WOOF. 


ROTC  CHEER 
(nee  Hip  Hike  cheer) 
Hip,  Hup 
Hike,  Hike 
March,  boys,  march. 


FOOTBALL  ISSUE 
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TOP  SECRET  STUFF 


The  two  helmeted  gentlemen  looking 
into  the  wild  blue  yonder  are  UNC's 
proudest  pigskin  performers,  Irvin  (Huck) 
Holdash  and  Dick  Bunting.  Center  Hold- 
ash  was  lineman-of-the-week  after  the 
Notre  Dame-UNC  game.  He  received 
high  praise  from  Frank  Leahy.  The  other 
gridsfer,  as  the  cliche  users  say,  is  Tail- 
back Dick  Bunting,  who  also  saw  his  first 
rave  notices  after  playing  ND.  Last  year 
Bunting  rook  over  for  injured  Choo-Choo 
Charlie  Justice  in  UNC's  Notre  Dame 
game  and  performed  like  a veteran.  This 
guy  is  a Phi  Betta  Kappa,  no  less,  so  it's 
easy  to  see  how  he  outsmarts  the  opposi- 
tion. Statistics:  Holdash,  21,  200,  6-1, 
senior,  Youngstown,  Ohio;  Bunting, 
21,  165,  5-9,  senior,  Salem,  Va. 


Holdash,  Bunting  Tarheels’  Big  Guns 


LOCOMOTIVE  CHEER 

Choo,  choo,  choo 
Choo,  choo,  choo,  choo 
Choo,  choo,  choo 
Choo,  sis-s-s-s 
Puff. 


Roscoe  Hansen,  20,  210,  6-3,  a senior  from 
Atlantic  City,  N.  J.,  is  starring  at  defensive  right 
tackle.  He  is  described  as  "young,  powerful,  and 
fast."  He'll  have  to  be,  to  do  much  against  Ward, 
Krouse,  Wingate  and  company  who  are  the  Terps 
he'll  be  playing  opposite. 


FOUR  STAMPS  CHEER 

Stamp,  Stamp,  Stamp,  Stamp 
Eppley,  Eppley,  Eppley,  Eppley 
Who?  Rah  Who?  Rah 
Dean!  Dean!  Dean!  Dean! 

MARYLAND  DRINKING  CHEER 

Sip. . . 

Gulp. . . 

Burp. . . 

Bottoms  Up 
Oops . . . . ! 

(Hasty  Exit) 

NEW  PERSONAL  YELL 
(For  Pennsylvanians  Only) 

Yea — First  syllable 
Yea — Second  syllable 
Yea — Third,  et  al,  syllables 
Yea — (Cheerer  says  nothing  here  until 
tongue  is  untangled) 


KEEP  THIS  QUIET 


Power-emphasizing  single  wing,  new 
'A'  formation,  reverses,  and  unbal- 
anced line  feature  Snavely  system 


ABOVE  ARE  THE  TWO  OFFENSIVE  formations 
from  which  the  Tarheels  run.  The  one  on  the 
right  is  the  standard  single  wingback  forma- 
tion which  has  been  the  main  stay  of 
Snavely  grid  teams  for  thirty-five  years. 

The  lineup  on  the  left  is  the  new  Tarheel 
"A"  formation  which  Coach  Snavely  installed 
during  spring  practice  this  year.  After 
spring  drills  the  coach  called  it  an  "A" 
formation  and  football  writers  tabbed  it  a 
"Y"  .formation. 

The  "A"  formation  has  two  "short”  backs 
and  a "deep”  back  plus  a "wing”  back.  The 
single  wing  has  a "wing”  back,  a "tail" 
back,  and  a "blocking"  back.  Besides  these, 
both  teams  have  "full"  backs.  Both  systems 
feature  an  unbalanced  line,  which,  of 
course,  is  no  reflection  on  the  football 
players.  Now  in  these  systems  you  have  a 
strong  side  and  a weak  side  of  the  line, 
which,  together  with  an  unbalanced  line, 
surely  makes  UNC  formidable — or  something. 
The  single  wing  is  noted  for  power  plays 
which  often  feature  line  bucks.  Reverses 
generally  go  to  the  short  side  of  the  un- 
balanced line,  also  called  the  weak  side. 

The  authorities  say  that  the  tail  back  often 
skirts  the  flank.  That  makes  us  wonder  w!hat 
he  does  when  he  doesn’t  skirt  the  flank: 
does  he  de-skirt  it? 


This  is  the  fellow  who  will  be  doing  most  of 
UNC's  kicking  against  the  Terps.  The  insiders 
call  him  one  of  the  potential  "golden  boys" 
of  Tarheel  football.  Just  what  that  does  for  him 
we  can't  say,  but  we  might  observe  that  "all 
that  glitters  isn't  gold."  He  is  Bud  Wallace, 
20,  195,  5-1 IV2,  a sophomore  from  Kins- 
ton. N.  C. 


FOOTBALL  ISSUE 
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SH-H-H-H,  YOU  ALL 


Terps’  offense— 
as  the  fans  see  it 


THE  PEN  SCRATCHES  at  the  left 
aren’t  drawings  of  a juggling  act, 
nor  are  they  diagrams  of  some  new 
checker  plays.  They  are — take  it 
from  us — Big  Chief  Jim  Tatum’s 
secret  weapons  patented  for  use 
against  North  Carolina  this  Satur- 
day. 

The  black  dots  are  the  defensive 
players,  while  the  white  ones  repre- 
sent the  offensive  players.  Watch 
the  line  coming  from  the  center  (a 
circle  with  an  X inside) . That  line 
shows  the  path  of  the  ball.  In  the 
top  picture,  the  ball  goes  from  the 
center  to  the  quarterback,  who  hands 
it  off  to  the  fullback,  who  pitches 
it  to  the  left  halfback — or  is  it 
to  the  tackle;  anyhow,  the  ball 
carrier  goes  to  the  right.  Notice 
that  the  QB  fakes  the  ball  to  the 
offensive  left  end  who  eventually 
takes  out  the  defensive  left  end, 
before  handing  off  to  the  tackle 
(or  is  it  the  halfback?).  You  will 
note  that  this  play  is  a power  house 
of  an  end-run,  with  the  runner  pick- 
ing up  (not  literally)  two  blockers. 

But  it  is  the  second  play  that 
really  caught  our  attention.  Note 
that  this  is  a quarterback  sneak 
without  any  blocking.  For  some 
reason,  Tatum  seems  to  feel  that 
the  defensive  right  end  is  the  only 
important  man  in  the  UNC  forward 
wall.  He’s  got  four  men  poised  to 
stop  this  guy’s  intrusion,  while 
the  poor  QB  is  left  lonesome.  Just 
taking  a wild  guess,  we  doubt  if 
this  play  will  ever  come  off. 
Remember — it’s  the  quarterback  who 
calls  the  plays. 


The  mutual  admiration  society  on  the  left 
are  two  of  UNC's  stalwart  tackles,  Julian 
King,  20,  210,  6-2,  junior,  from  Winston- 
Salem,  N.  C.,  and  Bill  Kuhn,  21,  205,  6-3, 
junior  from  Wilmington,  N.  C.  King  is  sup- 
posed to  be  excellent  but  lacking  in  the  "killer 
instinct,"  while  Kuhn  is  "regarded  by  many  as 
the  team's  best  lineman." 
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He  who  laughs  has  found  a hidden 
meaning  which  the  censor  missed. 


“Damn  it!  Leftovers  again,”  said 
the  cannibal  as  he  gnawed  on  the 
two  old  maids. 


Hotel  Clerk  to  Prospective  Guest : 
I’m  sorry  but  we  don't  have  room 
service. 

Guest:  Oh,  that’s  all  right. 

Clerk:  You’ll  have  to  make  your 
own  bed. 

Guest:  That’s  all  right. 

Clerk:  You’ll  find  hammer,  saw, 
lumber,  and  nails  in  the  back  room. 


LEARN  TO  DANCE 

20  DANCE  LESSONS  $J0 

This  is  an  unheard  of  offer — of- 
fered last  issue  out  of  skepticism, 
this  issue  because  it  proved  good 
business. 

HERB  LOCKETT 
DANCE  STUDIO 

8209  Fenton  St.,  Silver  Spring,  Md. 


The  best  strategy?  Try  a new  hair 
style  created  just  for  you  by  the 
artistic  CORONET  beauticians! 

Specialists  in — 

• Hair  Styling 

• Permanents  (6.50  up) 

• Scalp  Treatments 

• Facials 

All  our  work  guaranteed. 

CORONET  BEAUTY  SALON 

817  DEFENSE  HWY.,  BLADENSBURG 
Phone  WArfield  9888 


Fables 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

LOVE 

and  fell  in  love. 

After  six  months  of  attending 
church  socials,  movies,  Grange  meet- 
ings, corn  huskings,  prayer  meetings, 
and  soil  erosion  lectures,  Ernest  and 
Bessie  were  married. 

They  settled  on  a farm  where  they 
raised  pigs,  cows,  alfalfa,  and  chil- 
dren: John,  Mary,  James,  Rose,  Er- 
nest, Jr.,  Ruth,  Ann,  Richard,  Patsy, 
and  Algernon. 

During  the  long  winter  evenings, 
the  Hardworkers  sat  around  the  kero- 
sene stove  reading  the  Sears  catalogue 
and  listening  to  the  Farm  and  Home 
Hour. 

When  this  entertainment  palled, 
Ernest  would  wipe  the  dust  off  the  19 — 
Stereotype,  his  college  yearbook,  and 
proudly  display  his  picture  on  page 
152.  After  this,  everyone  went  happily 
to  bed. 

MORAL — There  are  advantages  to  having 
nne,s  picture  in  the  college  yearbook, 
among  the  pigs,  cotes,  and  alfalfa. 


fullbacks  were  taking  showers.) 

Vladimir  raced  to  his  position.  The 
ball  was  handed  off  the  T.  Vladimir,  a 
decoy,  raced  to  his  left,  cutting — driv- 
ing— slashing,  tripped  over  his  shoe- 
lace and  bumped  into  Harry  Hero, 
State’s  All-American  halfback.  Hero 
was  bowled  over  by  Vladimir’s  on- 
slaught. Vladimir  arose;  Hero  couldn’t. 
Hero  had  three  cracked  ribs,  a broken 
leg,  and  six  dislocated  vertebrae. 

In  Memorial  Stadium  the  next  day, 
State  lost  the  ball  game  (76-3),  and 
the  Petunia  Bowl  bid.  State  alumni 
lost  $256,000  bet  at  odds  of  40  to  1. 
The  coach  lost  his  job;  State’s  presi- 
dent shot  himself ; and  Vladimir  sat  on 
the  extreme  right  end  of  the  bench 
between  the  fourth  assistant  student 
manager  and  the  sports  reporter  of  the 
college  paper. 

MORAL — They  also  serve  ir/io  only  sit. 
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What  Other  College 
Mags  Are  Doing 

—A  Sampling  lregisterherej 


SYRACUSAN 


Have  they  reached  maturity?" 


'HE'S  SOTAU,t>ARK-/WDl 
OH  MV,  SO  SWIFT/" 


My  God!  I thought  he  fumbled!' 
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Very,  Very  Funnies 


A hug  is  energy  that  has  gone  to 
waist. 


He:  I suppose  you  dance? 

She:  Oh,  yes,  I love  to. 

He:  Great!  That’s  even  better 
than  dancing. 

A city  and  a chorus  girl 
Are  much  alike,  ’tis  true; 

A city’s  built  with  outskirts, 

A chorus  girl  is,  too. 


“An  inmate  just  escaped  from  an 
asylum.  He  was  tall,  thin  and 
weighed  250  pounds.” 

“Tall,  thin  and  weighed  250 
pounds?” 

“I  told  you  he  was  crazy.” 


The  dear  vicar’s  wife  has  just  died 
and  in  consequence  he  wished  to  be 
relieved  of  his  duties  for  the  week- 
end, so  he  sent  the  following  mes- 
sage to  his  bishop: 

“I  regret  to  inform  you  that  my 
wife  has  just  died,  and  I should 
be  obligated  if  you  could  send  me 
a substitute  for  the  week-end.” 


Here  I sit  and  fuss  and  fret 
While  my  seat  is  getting  wet, 

It’s  enough  to  make  me  fume, 
Teacher,  can’t  I leave  the  room. 
Why  delay  me  when  you  know 
That  I simply  have  to  go, 

Really,  teacher,  I’m  not  feigning, 
My  car  top’s  down  and  it  is  raining. 


Getting  married  is  a great  deal 
like  going  into  a restaurant  with 
friends.  You  order  what  you  want, 
and  then,  when  you  see  what  the 
other  fellow  has  got,  you  wish  you 
had  taken  that. 


Another  reason  for  not  taking  life 
too  seriously  is  that  none  of  us  come 
out  of  it  alive,  any  way. 

Police  sergeant:  “College  student, 
eh?” 

Prisoner:  “Yes,  sir.” 

Patrolman:  “It’s  a stall.  I just 
searched  his  pockets  and  found 
money  in  them.” 


For  years  and  years  the  two  sexes 
have  been  racing  for  supremacy. 

Now  they  have  settled  down  to 
neck  and  neck. 


“I  see  in  the  paper  where  nine 
professors  and  a student  were  killed 
in  that  wreck.” 

“Poor  chap.” 

A professor  is  a man  whose  job  is 
to  tell  students  how  to  solve  the 
problems  of  life  which  he  himself 
has  tried  to  avoid  by  becoming  a 
professor. 


“ Who  wants  girls  when  you’ve 


KAYWOODIE 


For  the  fullest  enjoyment  of  life,  smoke  a 
Kaywoodie  Pipe.  Kaywoodie-smoking 
brings  peace  of  mind,  and  adds  to  your 
personality.  Kaywoodie  is  the  best  buy  in 
pipes.  More  than  50  styles  to  choose  from. 
Kaywoodie  Company,  Estab.  1851,  630 
Fifth  Avenue,  New  York— and  London. 

Kaywoodies  range  from  $5.  up,  according  to  the 
quality  of  the  briar.  Send  for  booklet  16. 
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the  new  line 


Too  Short  to  Play  Up— Too  Good  to  Throw  Away 

New  Numbers  Racket . . . Sextistics  . . . and  from  France,  too! 


AFTER  EVERY  MARYLAND  touch- 
down," to  quote  the  "M  Book,"  "it  is 
the  custom  to  count  the  number  of  points 
that  the  team  has  scored  so  far."  In  order 
to  confuse  the  opposition,  who  often  try 
to  horn  in  on  our  exclusive  cheers,  the 
OLD  LINE  has  devised  a new  system  of 
counting.  Here  it  is:  You  take  the  number 
of  points  the  team  has  scored,  subtract 
(or  add  whichever  is  larger)  it  from  the 
number  of  players  on  the  field  at  the 
time — this  is  usually  eleven,  but  some- 
times player  number  754-J-62  (Tatum  has 
a new,  secret  prep  school  where  he  is 
now  securing  his  players)  who  is  on  the 
offensive  point-after-touchdown  team  and 
also  on  the  defensive  kick-off  team,  thinks 
that  he  is  playing  his  old  position  (which 
was  either  the  defensive  punting  team  or 
the  offensive  passing  team,  he  couldn't  re- 
member) and  when  the  defensive  kick-off 
team  went  in,  754-J-62  came 
out.  Then  there  were  only 
ten,  or  rather  nine,  players  on 
the  field  because  754-J-6I 
seeing  754-J-62  trot  off  also 
became  mixed  up,  and  he  also 
ran  over  to  the  bench.  Back- 
field-in-motion  was  called  on 
the  Terps  once  when  this 
happened,  and  Tatum  sent  in 
654-J-62  and  654-J-6I  to  re- 
place 754-J-62  and  754-J-6I 
(you  note  that  there  is  a sys- 
tem to  this  numbering,  but 
we  have  not  the  space  to  go 
into  that  here). 

That  confused  the  rest  of 
the  team  who  held  a rapid 
strategy  meeting  (from  behind  their  own 
goal  posts,  because  they  had  been  penal- 
ized a total  of  65  yards  for  delaying  the 
game)  in  which  they  decided  to  call  a 
fake  counter  buck  double  reverse  triple- 
decker shovel  pass  over  the  weak  side 
guard  (play  254-A  I2-5BC).  The  play 
netted  a touchdown,  but  was  called  back 
because  an  official  ruled  that  a triple- 
decker  shovel  pass  was  not  legal  if  a fake 
buck  double  reverse  was  used  too.  "It  is 
either  one  or  the  other,"  the  ref-for-free 
(they  really  aren't)  said,  "but  not  both." 

Tatum  says  he  has  no  trouble  keeping 
his  new-found  "numbered"  players  con- 
tented. He  says  that  when  they  see  the 


striped  shirts  of  the  officials,  they  feel 
right  at  home. 

But  to  get  back  to  the  new  OLD  LINE 
"Point  Count":  after  you  take  the  number 
of  points  the  team  has  scored  and  have 
subtracted  from  it  the  number  of  players 
on  the  field,  you  multiply  the  figure  by 
the  number  of  coaches  and  divide  that 
by  the  number  of  politicos  that  Curly  has 
invited  to  the  game.  This  final  figure  is 
always  4,323.75.  Just  what  you  do  now 
is  one  of  the  troubles  with  the  system. 
We  don't  know  anybody  who  can  count 
that  high. 

STATISTICS  CAN  BE 
FUN 

IT’S  ALWAYS  INTERESTING  to  dig 
down  in  the  OLD  LINE  mailbax  to  see 


what  we  can  drag  out.  The  other  day  we 
received  the  following  piece  of  statistical 
information  marked  "For  Immediate  Re- 
lease." As  it  has  appeared  neither  in  the 
WALL  STREET  JOURNAL  or  the  KIP- 
LINGER  LETTER,  (in  the  interest  of  pub- 
lic information)  we  are  presenting  it 
here.  It  was  titled  "New  Book  on  Women's 
Sex  Behavior  Reveals  Changing  Morals." 

"Modern  woman  is  possibly  even 
franker  than  today's  male,  and  in  a new 
book  AN  INQUIRY  INTO  THE  INTI- 
MATE LIVES  OF  WOMEN  Marc  Lanval 
reveals  much  about  the  personal  lives  of 
women  which  until  now  has  only  been 
hinted  at.  Dr.  Lanval's  book  is,  according 


to  Vivre  d'Abord,  France,  'the  result  of 
a most  instructive  inquiry  to  which  Belgian 
and  French  women  answered  with  frank- 
ness.' 

"A  distinct  feminine  type  ...  is  be- 
tween 33  and  34,  has  one  child,  works, 
and  wants  to  enjoy  complete  equality  of 
civil  rights  . . . 

"This  woman,  French  or  Belgian  (the 
study  was  made  in  Belgium),  approves  of 
birth  control  organizations;  does  not  know 
how  to  swim;  coffee  is  her  favorite  drink. 
She  would  prefer  to  be  a judge  rather 
than  policewoman  or  soldier.  This  Con- 
tinental woman  prefers  an  experienced 
husband,  but  after  marriage  expects  him 
to  be  faithful,  although  64%  will  accept 
unfaithfulness  as  'bearable.' 

"The  standard  woman  is  engrossed  in 
her  children;  desires  for  them  a sound 
sexua  I education  and  82.6%  of  the  women 
consider  that  'the  young  girl 
can  have  pre-marital  sexual 
experiences.'  Only  6.9%  be- 
lieve that  the  woman  should 
be  chaste  before  marriage, 
but  faithfulness  is  considered 
desirable  on  the  part  of  the 
woman  by  37.3%,  while  27% 
demand  absolute  faithfulness 
for  their  sex.  And  the  insti- 
tution of  marriage  should  be 
conceived,  according  to 
36.7%,  in  a spirit  of  free- 
dom, as  a comradeship, 
'where  the  respect  of  one  an- 
other's individual  personality 
is  made  secure.’ 

"This  average  woman 
(75.4%  ) will  grant  her  daughter  sexual 
freedom  and  81.7  % beli  eve  that  sex 
should  have  a place  in  family  discussions. 
Although  she  (88%)  is  not  a nudist,  she 
voices  no  objection  to  her  children  see- 
ing their  parents  nude." 

We've  often  wondered  what  would 
happen  when  the  Gallup  poll  finally 
caught  up  with  this  phase  of  human  rela- 
tions. We'd  like  to  PERSONALLY  inter- 
view people  for  this  kind  of  statistics. 


Definition  of  college-bred:  "College 
bread  is  a four-year  loaf  made  from  the 
flavor  of  youth  and  the  old  man's  dough." 
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Tatum 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

organizing,  and  administering  “full-time” 
football.  It  is  a job  which  demands  the  at- 
tention and  labor  of  a staff  of  seven  full 
and  part-time  football  coaches,  seven  days 
a week  during  the  pigskin  season. 

However,  football  isn’t  Tatum’s  only 
athletic  interest.  First  baseman  in  a Caro- 
lina semi-pro  league  in  the  summers  of 
1937,  1938  and  1939,  he  also  coached  base- 
ball at  Cornell  while  assisting  Carl  Snavely 
from  1936  to  1941  when  the  latter  was  head 
football  coach  at  Cornell. 

He  recalls  the  times  when  his  baseball 
team  traveled  south  early  in  the  season 
each  year  to  play  Maryland  under  Coach 
Burton  Shipley. 

"We  very  seldom  beat  them  (Maryland) 
because  the  cold  weather  at  Cornell  re- 
stricted our  pre-season  workouts.  We  were 
inexperienced  in  the  early  season  and 
Maryland  was  always  one  of  the  first 
teams  to  be  played  on  our  schedule.” 
Despite  the  Maryland  defeats,  Tatum 
managed  to  coach  two  championship  teams 
at  Cornell  and  tied  Harvard  for  the 
Eastern  Title  in  1939. 

While  he  was  coaching  baseball,  he  was 
nicknamed  “Sunny  Jim.” 

“I  was  always  happy  and  smiling  during 
my  baseball  career,”  explains  Tatum,  “and 
eventually  ‘Sunny’  was  prefixed  to  my 
name.  Since  I started  coaching  football,  my 
nickname  has  been  changed  to  ‘Gloomy.’  ” 
When  the  Terrapins  land  at  Chapel  Hill, 


Saturday,  Tatum  will  be  returning  to  a 
familiar  site.  It  was  there  that  Tatum 
played  tackle  under  Carl  Snavely  from 
1932  to  1935  and  won  fame  by  being  voted 
to  the  All-Southern  Conference  team  of 
1935.  In  1942  he  returned  to  the  University 
of  North  Carolina  as  head  football  coach 
for  one  year. 

If  you  are  considering  betting  on  Mary- 
land to  win  tomorrow’s  contest  with 
Snavely’s  team  of  single-wing  specialists, 
you  had  better  reconsider  and  take  the 
following  bit  of  sage  advice  from  Tatum, 
who  should  know  by  experience. 

“Never  underestimate  Snavely  or  North 
Carolina,”  says  Tatum.  “I  didn’t  think  he 
(Snavely)  would  field  such  a good  team 
this  year,  but  you  can  always  count  on 
him  to  come  up  with  something  good  in 
football.  If  we  had  played  them  at  the 
beginning  of  the  season,  I would  have 
called  the  game  a toss-up.  Right  now  I 
wouldn’t  like  to  predict  the  outcome.” 

Who  does  Tatum  select  to  win  the  South- 
ern Conference  championship  this  year? 

“Washington  and  Lee  should  take  the 
title,”  he  states.  “Since  there  are  no  con- 
ference requirements  concerning  the  num- 
ber of  games  to  be  played  with  conference 
rivals  and  who  is  to  play  whom,  the  team 
with  the  lightest  schedule  usually  wins.” 

Almost  every  coach  has  a pet  good  luck 


ritual  through  which  he  goes  prior  to  each 
game  to  help  insure  victory.  Tatum  is  no 
exception. 

"Just  as  a rule  of  superstition,”  he  ad- 
mits, “I  always  wear  the  same  suit  of 
clothes  to  every  game.” 

There  is,  however,  more  than  an  athletic 
side  to  Tatum’s  life.  Although  current 
newspaper  articles  might  not  make  you 
aware  of  it,  he  is  a family  man.  Spare  time 
around  his  home  at  4710  Clemson  Road, 
College  Park,  is  mainly  occupied  by  his 
wife,  Edna,  and  his  two  children,  Becky,  5, 
and  James  M.,  Jr.,  3.  An  amateur  car- 
penter, Tatum  enjoys  fixing  furniture  dur- 
ing the  remainder  of  his  free  time  at  home. 

Playing  golf  used  to  be  one  of  Tatum’s 
favorite  pastimes,  but  his  coaching  job 
“doesn’t  even  leave  time  for  golf  any 
more.” 

During  the  second  world  war,  Tatum, 
a Lieutenant-Commander  in  the  Navy, 
served  under  the  physical  and  military 
training  program  for  naval  aviation.  In 
1943  he  coached  at  Iowa  Pre-Flight  School 
under  Don  Faurot,  from  whom  he  learned 
the  now  famous  split-line  T-formation. 
From  1943  to  1945  he  was  head  coach  at 
the  Jacksonville  Naval  Station.  A year  as 
head  football  coach  at  the  University  of 
Oklahoma  in  1946  completed  his  pre- 
Maryland  coaching  career. 

“Action  speaks  louder  than  words,”  so 
goes  an  old  proverb,  and  so  goes  the  record 
of  Tatum  in  football.  With  an  all-time 
record  of  forty-eight  games  won,  fifteen 
lost,  and  4 tied,  who  could  deny  him  his 
( Continued  on  page  23  > 
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The  case  history  of  Chapel  Hill’s  best  university 


BACK  IN  1795,  when  Hinton  James  strolled  two  hun- 
dred miles  inland  from  the  seacoast  town  of  Wilmington, 
N.  C.,  to  be  greeted  by  an  open-armed  faculty  of  two  at 
Chapel  Hill,  things  started  humming.  The  sleepy  little 
village  surmounted  by  New  Hope  Chapel,  from  which  it 
took  its  name,  had  weathered  the  storm  of  Revolution.  It 
was  to  feel  more  intense  reverberations  as  a result  of  this 
seemingly  unimportant  event  than  any  occasioned  by  that 
late  great  war.  For  this  was  the  culmination  of  a sort  of 
academic  gestation,  whose  insemination  had  been  initiated 
by  a provision  in  the  Halifax  Constitution  of  1776,  and 
whose  chief  nourishment  had  been  the  granting  of  a Char- 
ter in  1789.  In  1795  the  war  baby  was  born. 

Today  this  lusty  infant  has  come  of  age.  After  a long 
and  difficult  childhood,  during  which  it  suffered  its  share 
of  those  diseases  peculiar  to  growing  creatures,  it  has 
reached  maturity.  It  survived  the  plague  of  civil  war,  but 
in  1870  succumbed  to  the  “bad  air”  of  Reconstruction  and 
was  forced  to  remain  a “shut-in”  for  five  years.  Despite 
financial  malnutrition  and  a generally  weak  physical  con- 
dition due  to  an  insufficient  supply  of  bricks  and  mortar, 
the  struggle  for  existence  was  resumed  in  1875.  Since  that 
time,  it  has  grown  like  the  proverbial  bad  weed. 

The  University  of  North  Carolina  at  Chapel  Hill  is  the 
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If  you  don't  know  where  to 
go,  this  won’t  help  you.  But 
if  you  want  to  get  someplace, 
this  map  is  sure-fire.  On  the 
top,  at  the  left,  of  course,  is 
where  the  fireworks  go  off  this 
Saturday  at  2 P.M.  ^ 


center  of  a triangle  composed  of  N.  C.  State  at  Raleigh, 
and  Woman’s  College  at  Greensboro.  This  merger  was  ef- 
fected during  the  blackest  days  of  the  Depression  when 
misery  needed  all  the  company  it  could  get.  As  a result 
of  this  consolidation,  the  school’s  catalog  offers  a dazzling 
galaxy  of  courses,  the  pursual  of  which  would  take  the 
most  eager  4 pointer  a total  of  117  years  to  complete.  The 
fact  that  U.N.C.  has  the  highest  academic  standing  in  the 
Southeast  is  probably  attributable  to  the  absence  of  dis- 
tracting influences  during  the  formative  freshman  and 
sophomore  years.  Women  are  not  admitted  to  the  Chapel 
Hill  campus  until  the  junior  year. 

During  World  War  II,  U.N.C.  was  the  home  of  some 
20,000  Navy  Pre-Flight  cadets,  along  with  sundry  other 
military  units  such  as  V-12,  A.S.T.P.,  A.M.C.  and  the  Navy 
School  of  Pharmacy.  Besides  giving  fundamental  training 
to  7500  Navy  pilots  a year,  Carolina  inadvertently  helped 
to  develop  the  athletic  abilities  of  a group  of  young  men 
who  were  to  become  the  powerful  nucleus  of  Maryland 
U.’s  postwar  football  squad. 

Speaking  of  football,  the  Tar  Heels  play  their  home 
games  in  beautiful  Kenan  Stadium  which  is  surrounded, 
appropriately  enough,  by  tall  pines.  This  stadium  is  a gift 
of  William  Rand  Kenan,  class  of  1894,  one  of  the  Uni- 
versity’s more  far-sighted  benefactors.  And  speaking  of 
benefactors,  never  was  one  institution  so  beset  by  this 
blessed  horde  as  U.N.C.  In  1949,  the  doors  of  Morehead 
Planetarium  were  opened.  This  planetarium,  the  only  one 
in  the  South  and  the  only  one  in  the  country  connected 
with  a university,  was  a gift  of  John  Motley  Morehead, 
who  kicked  in  a paltry  $3,000,000  that  the  students  might 
view  the  heavens  more  comfortably.  The  Carolina  Inn,  the 
Hill  Hall  of  Music,  the  Morehead-Patterson  Bell  Tower  and 


This  is  the  Old  Well,  “a  historic  landmark”  we  are 
told,  which  is  reminiscent  of  the  days  when  Chapel  Hill 
abounded  in  deer  (dear)  and  other  wild  game. 


The  top  photo  shows  the  Morehead-Patterson  Bell 
a Tower,  which  chimes  out  with  hours  of  the  day,  old 
\ hymns,  and  even  University  songs,  thus  displacing  a band 
and  glee  club.  The  bottom  photo  is  of  Kenan  stadium. 


Memorial  Hall,  which  houses  student  activities  of  a more 
prosaic  nature,  all  serve  to  clutter  up  the  campus  in  a sur- 
prisingly useful  way.  Being  a thrifty  and  practical  lot  at 
heart,  they’re  still  using  Old  East  to  house  the  Administra- 
tion. The  oldest  structure  on  any  state  university  campus 
in  the  country,  it  was  the  first  and  for  a while  the  only, 
building  on  the  Chapel  Hill  campus.  Right  now  the  Uni- 
versity is  in  the  first  stage  of  the  largest  construction  pro- 
gram in  its  history,  thanks  to  the  wisdom  and  generosity 
of  the  last  two  State  Legislatures  which  appropriated  a 
total  of  $20,000,000  for  buildings  and  equipment. 

Situated  on  a 1700  acre  campus  are  seventy  buildings 
which  receive  the  daily  traffic  of  7000  undergraduates, 
2000  of  which  are  vets  and  1000  of  which  are  coeds,  and 

( Continued  on  page  22) 
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His  face  was  flushed,  but  his 
broad  shoulders  saved  him. 


Professor  (rapping  on  desk): 
“Order!” 

Frosh:  “Beer.” 

Professor:  “I  will  not  begin 

today’s  lecture  until  the  room  set- 
tles down.” 

Voice  from  the  rear:  “Go  home 
and  sleep  it  off.” 


(Continued  from  page  21) 

about  1100  graduate  students.  Attendant  to 
these  numbers  are  the  400-strong  faculty 
— probably  the  busiest  in  the  country.  Ac- 
cording to  Dr.  Edwin  Mims,  distinguished 
Southern  scholar  and  writer,  “.  . . Every- 
body has  written  a book  or  an  article  or  a 
monograph,  or  is  reading  proof  on  one  or 
collecting  notes  for  one.” 

Chapel  Hill  claims  the  honor  of  having 
the  first  state-supported  theatre  in  Amer- 
ica to  be  devoted  to  the  development  of 
native  drama.  The  Carolina  Playmakers, 
founded  in  1918,  are  now  housed  in  the 
Playmakers  Theatre,  which  was  con- 
structed in  1849  at  the  height  of  the  Greek 
Revival.  Chapel  Hill  also  nurtures  a thriv- 
ing writers’  colony,  which  includes  such 


“Has  your  son’s  college  education 
proved  helpful  since  you’ve  taken 
him  into  the  firm?” 

“Oh,  yes,  every  time  we  have  a 
conference  we  let  him  mix  the 
drinks.” 


Judge  “Are  you  sure  this  man 
was  drunk?” 

Cop:  “Well,  he  was  carrying  a 
manhole  cover  and  said  he  was  tak- 
ing it  home  to  play  on  his  Victrola.” 


greats  as  Paul  Green,  Betty  (A  Tree  Grows 
in  Brooklyn)  Smith,  James  Street  and 
many  others.  The  campus  seems  to  have 
an  affinity  for  great  names,  for  it  claims 
such  distinguished  alumni  as  President 
James  Polk,  Josephus  Daniels,  Kenneth 
Royal,  Thomas  Wolfe,  Kay  Kyser,  Hal 
Kemp,  Skinnay  Ennis,  John  Scott  Trotter, 
Jan  Garber,  and  Bob  Ruark. 

The  war-born  wunderkind  can  look  with 
pardonable  pride  on  its  priceless  tradition 
of  a century  and  a half  of  progress.  And, 
harking  to  these  omniscient  Rebel  voices, 
the  most  casual  week-end  tourist  can  fore- 
see years  of  even  greater  promise.  But,  Tar- 
heels, look  out  on  Saturday. 


A farmer  once  phoned  a veteri- 
narian. “Say,  Doc,”  he  said,  “I’ve 
got  a sick  cat.  He  just  lays  around 
licking  his  paws  and  doesn’t  have 
any  appetite.  What  shall  I do  for 
him?” 

“Give  him  a pint  of  castor  oil,”  in- 
structed the  vet. 

Somewhat  dubious,  the  farmer 
forced  the  cat  to  take  the  pint  of  cas- 
tor oil.  A couple  of  days  later  the  vet 
met  the  farmer  on  the  street.  “How 
is  your  sick  calf?”  inquired  the  vet. 

“Sick  calf?  That  was  a sick  cat  I 
had,”  answered  the  shocked  farmer. 

“My  God!  Did  you  give  him  the 
pint  of  castor  oil?” 

“Sure  did.” 

“Well,  what  did  he  do?” 

“Last  time  I seen  him,”  said  the 
farmer,  “he  was  going  over  the  hill 
with  five  other  cats.  Two  were  dig- 
ging; two  were  covering  up;  and 
one  was  scouting  new  territory!” 


Question:  “Why  can’t  cows  keep 
their  weight  down  while  playing 
baseball?” 

Answer:  Too  much  activity  in  the 
Bull  Pen. 


North  Carolina 


CHEERS! 

Here’s  a cup  with  personality  . . . made  of  first 
quality  china,  fired  for  permanence. 
Available  in  many  different  styles  and  colors. 

Can  be  had  with  the  Maryland  Seal, 
other  school’s  seals,  or  fraternity 
crests — name  or  date  50c  extra. 

Illustrated  cup 

Other  cups  $1  to  $5 


MARYLAND  BOOK  EXCHANGE 


( Opposite  the  Gate) 
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Tatum 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

due?  Coach  of  the  Tar  Heels  when  they 
won  5 games,  lost  2 and  tied  2 in  1942, 
Tatum  will  be  out  to  lead  Maryland  Satur- 
day to  its  first  victory  over  North  Carolina 
since  1926.  In  that  year,  “Curly”  Byrd,  then 
coach  of  Maryland,  came  back  to  College 
Park  from  Chapel  Hill  with  a score  of  14 
to  6 in  his  favor.  Can  highly  rated  Mary- 
land, after  24  years  of  frustrated  effort, 
emerge  as  victorious  as  the  team  of  ’26? 

Tatum  is  rather  reluctant  to  say,  but 
"Gloomy  Jim”  managed  to  smile  and 
chuckle  a bit  when  he  was  asked  to  com- 
ment on  this  week-end’s  contest.  Perhaps 
it  was  an  unconscious  indication  of  Tatum’s 
subconscious  thoughts — and  hopes.  Who 
knows?- — Bill  Strasser. 


"Where  did  you  get  that  black 
eye?” 

"I  was  doing  a rhumba  with  my 
girl  when  her  deaf  father  walked 
in.” 


“Oh,  there’s  that  place  mother 
told  me  to  stay  away  from.  I 
thought  we’d  never  find  it. 

He:  “Please.” 

She:  “No!” 

He:  “Just  this  once!” 

She:  “No,  I said.” 

He:  “Aw,  shucks,  Ma,  all  the 
rest  of  the  kids  are  going  barefoot.” 


The  hand  that  rocks  the  cradle  is 
usually  the  same  hand  that  turned 
out  the  parlor  lights. 

“I  wish  we  had  a fifth  for  bridge.” 
“You  moron,  you  don’t  need  a 
fifth  for  bridge.” 

“Then  I wish  we  had  a pint.” 


“How  old  is  you?” 

“Ah’s  five.  How  old  is  you?” 
“Ah  don’t  know.” 

“Yo’  don’  know  how  old  you  is?” 
“Nope.” 

“Does  women  bother  yo’?” 
“Nope.” 

“You’s  Fo\” 


=====  NEW  LINE  = 

FOR  YEARS,  Americans  have  looked  on  the  English  as  rather 
dull.  Even  stodgy.  Also  stuffy.  But  now  out  of  merry  England 
comes  a document  as  history-making  as  the  Magna  Charta. 
For  years  people  have  talked  around  the  subject.  They've 
hemmed  and  hawed.  But  it  remained  for  the  Baltimore  "Sun- 
papers"  to  record  for  posterity  the  history-making  decisions 
of  the  English  authorities.  Here  are  a few  choice  selections: 
"Sex  has  become  the  main  driving  force'  in  British  society," 
it  blandly  admits.  "The  nature  of  sexuality  is  such  that  it  holds 
the  clue  to  the  meaning  of  life  itself.” 

"It  was  no  less  certain  that  by  itself  it  (sex)  would  fail  to 
give  men  and  women  what  they  asked  of  it." 

We  must  admit  we  are  a little  shocked.  Wonder  what 
would  happen  if  the  French  authorities  decided  to  define  their 
society? 


LIKE  TO  STUDY  ABROAD  NEXT  SUMMER? 


You  can  earn  full  credits  on  an  all-expense, 
university-sponsored  study  tour  via  TWA 


Now’s  the  time  to  start  planning  for 
one  of  the  most  interesting  and  profit- 
able summers  you’ve  ever  spent . . . 
sightseeing  and  studying  in  Europe 
while  you  earn  full  university  credits. 
Again  in  1951,  TWA  will  participate 
in  the  tours  that  proved  so  popular  for 
the  past  two  years  ...  in  cooperation 


with  the  “Institute  of  University 
Studies  Abroad.  ’ ’ And  you’ll  have  a 
chance  to  learn  at  first-hand  the  new 
concept  of  air-age  geography  . . . trav- 
eling by  luxurious  TWA  Skyliner.  Re- 
member, half  your  time  will  be  devot- 
ed to  touring  Europe  and  the  other  half 
in  residence  study  as  indicated  below. 


Look  at  this  list  of  study-tours  being  planned  for  next  summer  (from 
four  to  nine  weeks  abroad),  and  check  the  ones  that  interest  you: 

□ SWITZERLAND  Q University  of  Geneva 

□ University  of  Zurich,  School  for  European  Studies 

□ University  of  Lausanne 

□ Fribourg  Catholic  University 

□ FRANCE  Sorbonne  (Paris)  □ Lille  (at  Boulogne-sur-Mer)  or 

□ Toulouse  (at  Nice) 

□ AUSTRIA  University  of  Salzburg 

□ BRITISH  ISLES  AND  IRELAND  Study  at  various  universities 

□ SPAIN  Madrid  and  Barcelona 

□ ITALY  Florence  and  Siena 

□ GENERAL  EUROPEAN  Study  and  Travel  Tours 

□ INDIA  "India  and  Problems  of  the  Orient/'  including  Cairo  visit,  a 6-week 
tour  leaving  in  January,  1951. 


Across  the  US.  and  overseas . . . 

you  can  depend  on 


John  H.  Furbay,  Ph.D.,  Director  TWA  Air  World  Education  Service, 

80  East  42nd  St.,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

Please  put  me  on  your  list  to  receive  detailed  information  about  study 
tours  via  TWA  indicated  above,  to  be  sent  as  soon  as  available. 
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WHAT  STARTED  THE  BOSTON  TEA  PARTY 


Keep  looking,  men!  There  must  be 
Life  Savers  aboard! 


FREE!  A box  of  LIFE  SAVERS 

for  the  best  ivisecrack  ! 

H hat  is  the  best  joke  that  you  heard  on  the  campus  this  week? 

For  the  best  line  submitted  to  the  editor  each  month  by  one  of  the 
itndents,  there  will  be  a free  award  of  an  attractive  rellophane- 
wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver  flavors. 


Last  Issue’s  Winner  and  Gag: 

Doris  Retzker,  Dorm  3 

“How  do  I know  it’s  a bloodhound?”  she  asked  doubt- 
fully. 

“Ambrose,”  the  proprietor  ordered,  “bleed  for  the 
lady.” 
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Mom  and  Pop  welcome  you  to 

eMolLfutoodt  9n*t 

Fine  foods  and  beverages 
“On  the  Blvd.  at  Berwyn” 


Fraternity  Pins 
Fraternity  Rings 
Maryland  Glass  Rings 


L.  G.  BALFOUR  CO. 

204  International  Bi.dg. 
1319  F St.  N.W. 
Phone  NA.  1044 


Why  fight  it? 


Bring  those  themes  and  term 
papers  to  us  . . . fast,  accurate 
service  guaranteed. 

Office  and 

Secretarial 

Services 

8634  COLESVILLE  ROAD 
SILVER  SPRING,  MD. 


Cuming  Attractions 

A summary  of  the  social  and 
sports  events  at  College  Park 
from  now  until  the  next  issue  of 
the  OLD  LINE. 

SOCIAL 

November 

University  Theatre:  Silver 

Whistle 6-11 

Football  Weekend  - - - - 11 

All-Maryland  Dance  (ISA)  - 17 

Thanksgiving  Vacation  - - 22-26 

December 

University  Theatre:  Caesar  and 

Cleopatra 11-16 

Music  Department:  The  Messiah  13 
Christmas  Tree  Lighting  - - 14 

Rossborough  Christmas  Dance  15 
Christmas  Vacation  Begins  - 21 

SPORTS 

November 


Football:  North  Carolina  - 11 

Soccer:  Connecticut  - - - - 11 

Cross-Country:  North  Carolina 

State 13 

Soccer:  Johns  Hopkins  - - - 15 

Football:  West  Virginia  - - 18 

Soccer:  Penn  State  - - - - 18 

Soccer:  North  Carolina  - - - 20 

Freshman  Football:  Navy  - - 25 

Basketball:  Quantico  Marines  29 

December 

Basketball:  Virginia  - - - - 1 

Football:  Virginia  Tech.  - - 2 

Basketball:  Pennsylvania  - - 6 

Basketball:  William  and  Mary  11 
Basketball:  Virginia  - - - - 13 

Basketball:  Washington  and 

Lee 18 

Basketball:  Rutgers  - - - - 19 


There  was  a little  country  girl 
who  came  to  college  and  always 
went  out  with  city  fellers  because 
farm  hands  were  too  rough. 


“Is  this  ice  cream  pure?” 

“Pure  as  the  girl  of  your  dreams.” 
“Give  me  a pack  of  cigarettes.” 


— = NEW  LINE  ===== 

RABBITS  TOO? 

MOST  OF  US  DON'T  know  it,  but  our 
fair  state  is  perched  precariously  on  the 
pinnade  of  a perilous  precipice,  suspend- 
ed salubriously  on  the  steeple  of  an  in- 
superable summit.  The  terrible  truth — 
we  hide  our  heads  in  shame — is  that  the 
herbivorous  rodent  population  of  Mary- 
land is  being  exterminated.  In  other 
words,  the  RABBITS  are  dying  out. 

On  the  morning  of  September  twenty- 
seventh,  the  Washington  POST  revealed 
the  d isastrous  fact  before  the  horrified 
eyes  of  its  thousands  of  readers.  The 
POST  states  clearly  that  the  Game  and 
Inland  Fish  Commission  of  the  state  of 
Maryland  has  enacted  an  "emergency 
regulation"  to  make  rabbits  breed  faster. 
The  id  ea  is  to  import  fresh  bunnies  from 
Pennsylvania  and  Virginia,  where  the  fast- 
working  cotton-tails  are  sturdily  holding 
their  own.  Now  is  the  time  for  Maryland 
rabbits  to  prove  they  are  men  and  get 
out  there  and  make  more — rabbits. 


OUR  “GIRL  OF  THE  MONTH" 
is  autograph  hunter  Marilyn  Macchi 
from  the  Kappa  House,  who  is  so- 
liciting the  signature  of  End  Pete 
Augsburger.  Affectionately  known 
as  Matchey"  by  her  fellow  key- 
girls,  her  113  pounds  are  well  dis- 
tributed over  5 feet  4 inches. 

When  asked  over  the  telephone 
about  the  color  of  her  eys  and 
hair,  she  replied  "My  hair  is  red- 
dish-brownish-black and  my  eyes 
are  ALL  brown."  She  is  a Pennsyl- 
vanian through  and  through,  and 
having  been  born  there  some  20 
odd  years  ago,  swears  that  she  will 
die  there  too.  (Quite  happy,  of 
course). 

She  asked  us  couldn't  we  please 
put  in  a plug  for  the  Phillies?  We 
don't  know  how  we  could  put  in  a 
plug  for  the  Phillies,  but  if  we 
could  put  in  a plug  for  the  Phillies 
we  would. 
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IT'S  ZAL'S  AROUND  THE  CLOCK! 


Try  Zal's  " Special " . . . 

For  eighty-five  cents  you  get: 

• Choice  of  two  or  more  meats 

• Two  vegetables 

• Appetizer 

• Dessert 

• Beverage 

VARSITY  GRILL 


IT  LOOKS  LIKE  Santa  Claus 
will  get  a welcome  how-dee-do 
when  he  pops  down  the  chim- 
ney of  the  Kappa  house.  At 
least  it  appears  that  the  eight 
young  ladies  are  hoping  that 
someone  will  visit  them  a la 
chimney  sweep,  for  they’ve 
carefully  doused  the  fire,  and 
they’ve  “hung  the  stockings 
with  care.” 

Bernie  Gagnon,  our  art 
editor,  has  graciously  taken 
up  where  Jim  Hansen,  photog- 
raphy editor,  left  off.  Bernie’s 
got  the  OLD  LINE’S  version 
of  Saint  Nick  perched  atop 
our  nameplate,  enticing  a co- 
worker, who  hardly  appears 
to  be  the  bashful  type.  By  the 
way,  we  still  don’t  have  a 
name  for  our  gook.  What 
about  your  giving  us  a Christ- 
mast  present  in  the  form  of 
something  to  call  him.  How 
about  it? 


Side  Lines 

on  this  issue 

Merry 

Christmas 


THIS  ISSUE  started  off  to  be  a real  yuletide  number.  We  had  all 
sorts  of  Christmasy  things  planned — but  what  happened?  The 
Korean  war  came  along,  and  everybody  began  thinking  in  morbid 
terms,  and  all  the  Christmas  spirit  went  up  in  the  draft  threat. 

However,  we  did  our  best  to  give  you  your  money’s  worth — 
the  OLD  LINE’S  got  more  pages  than  any  issue  so  far,  and  we 
even  managed  to  fill  ’em  all,  too.  Take,  for  instance,  our  two  short 
stories.  First,  Sam  Whitehead  gets  in  the  morbid  vein  with  his 
atomic  powered  “Two  Dollars  Worth.”  Then  there’s  Herb  Byrne’s 
story  about  the  guy  who  really  has  the  answer  to  what  ails  you. 
The  hero  of  “The  Feed  Race”  knows  how  to  make  money  without  a 
printing  press.  That  makes  some  doin’. 

But  our  big  triumph  is  our  opener— “Men.”  Here  the  girls  tell 
us  males  what  they  think,  and,  after  reading  their  opinions,  we 
wonder  if  they  do.  But  anyway,  we’ve  got  their  voices  on  a record 
tape  just  to  make  sure  that  they  can’t  deny  anything.  It  seems 
they  believe  you  haven’t  learned  unless  you’ve  had  some  livin’ — 
or  is  it  lovin’?  Anyhow,  read  it;  it’s  real. 

We  do  get  around  to  Santa  Claus  a couple  of  times  this  issue — 
once  in  a bleary  (or  beery)  eyed  version  of  the  night  before  the  day 
after,  and  another  time  in  our  letter  to  Saint  Nick.  A Student 
Union  building  and  a new  theatre  would  be  helpful,  according  to 
what  Lorraine  Jorgensen  and  Mary  Lakeman  have  to  say. 

Our  center-spread  features  Maryland’s  look-out-for-holes  park- 
ing lots  with  Morris  Lebowitz  deftly  painting  the  confusion-riddled 
scene.  John  Coppinger,  one  of  the  speech  department’s  directors, 
also  comes  in  for  some  play  in  our  profile. 

These  are  the  major  portions  of  this  issue.  It  doesn’t  have  quite 
the  Christmas  motif  that  we  intended,  but  when  you’re  on  the 
Greyhound  heading  for  home — where  the  Christmas  Spirit  is 
always  present — maybe  this  issue  will  keep  your  mind  off  the  fel- 
low who  has  been  stepping  on  your  feet  for  the  past  two  hours. 
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Visit  the  Coronet  Salon. 


^ Specialists  in — 

I • Hair  Styling  | 

$ • Permanents 

|§  • Scalp  Treatments  ^ 

• Facials  $ 


P T//  o«r  work  guaranteed 
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Phone  WAr  field  8888 


4817  Defense  Ilwy.  | 

Blndensburg  | 


Better'n  mistletoe  . . . 
Kittle  Tavern  hamburgers 

Open  anytime night  or  day. 

LITTLE  TAVERN 

7418  Baltimore  Blvd. 
College  Park.  Md. 
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The  girls  have  their  say,  and,  males, 
look  out Four  campus  women  dis- 

close their  feelings  toward  their  fa- 
vorite topic.  See  the  next  page. 


Produced  by  Vivian  Getz 
and  R.  L.  Dunlap 
Photos  by  Jim  Hansen 


"When  a woman  talks,  she  is  either  talk- 
ing to  or  about  a man." 

— H.  L.  Mencken 


ONE  RAINY  NIGHT  several  Mon- 
days ago,  four  Maryland  queens  met 
on  an  Old  Line  Forum  to  discuss  the 
pros  and  cons  of  the  “Maryland 
Males.”  While  a male  moderator  tried 
valiantly  to  stem  the  tide , and  a speech 
major  fought  to  keep  a tape  recorder 
functioning , the  girls  let  down  their 
rain-soaked  hair  and  let  the  males 
have  what-for  in  no  uncertain  terms. 

After  several  technicians  translated 
the  groans  that  wheezed  off  the  pre- 
cious tape,  the  intelligible  quotes  were 
put  down  on  paper  and  the  tape  was 
locked  away  in  one  of  the  Old  Line’s 
bottomless  files.  ( This  safety  measure 
was  used  to  insure  against  thefts  and 
damages  that  might  come  up  after  any 
or  all  of  the  participants  exercised 
their  female  prerogative  and  changed 
their  minds.)  This  then  is  the  voice 
of  the  Maryland  coed  raised  in  the 
battle  of  the  sexes.  The  first  voice  you 
will  hear  is  that  of  the  Moderator — a 
mere  male. 


. . college  women  don’t  want  children.” 


themselves  up  a bit. . . . 

WYNN — Take  a Princeton  boy  for  an 
example.  I think  a nice  knit  tie  and 
a white  shirt  and  flannel  pants  look 
good  and  it  can  be  comfortable. 

TOWBES — I think  next  to  a Prince- 
ton man  our  boys  look  wonderful 
going  to  class. 

WYNN — Well  Princeton  men  are  dif- 
ferent types  than  what  you  get 
here.  You  know,  the  Ivy  League. 

TOWBES — Oh,  they  look  terrible. 

MODERATOR — Are  they  uniform  in 
their  dress? 

TOWBES — I think  they’re  very  uni- 
form in  their  dress.  They  all  wear 
white  bucks  and  sloppy  jeans  and 
those  old,  long  plaid  shirts. 

KELLY — Not  the  ones  I’ve  seen. 

WYNN — Well,  men  going  to  a State 
College  are  bound  to  dress  different- 
ly from  one  of  those  schools.  They 
wear  the  first  things  at  hand. 

TOWBES  — At  an  all-boys  school 
they  just  don’t  care.  Here  they 
dress  for  the  girls. 


Richard  L.  Dunlap,  moderator  of  the  Forum,  "Men,"  has  a word  to  say  about  the 
women.  He  has  often  contended  that  there  are  no  women  at  the  University  of  Maryland, 
only  young  girls  play  acting  as  women.  A graduate  student  in  English,  he  still  finds  time  to 
male  this  his  fifth  year  as  a "Diamondback"  columnist. 

In  past  years  he  has  held  editorial  positions  on  the  OLD  LINE,  the  "Terrapin,"  and 
the  "M-Book."  He  is  a member  of  Pi  Delta  Epsilon,  the  journalism  honorary.  Mr.  Dunlap 
has  appeared  in  several  University  Theatre  productions. 

"I  am  an  independent,"  he  emphasizes.  "An  independent  independent."  Mr.  Dunlap 
may  currently  be  heard  every  Thursday  evening  at  7:45,  when  "Dunlap  Cracks  the  Whip" 
over  WMUC. 


MODERATOR — To  get  the  ball  roll- 
ing, could  you  girls  sum  up  in  one 
sentence  or  so  your  pet  peeve  con- 
cerning the  campus  males?  First 
Miss  Kelly — 

KELLY  — I have  heard  some  of  the 
girls  say  that  some  of  the  fellows 
on  campus  think  that  if  you  date 
them  three  times  in  a row  they 
think  you  are  going  steady — and  if 
you  go  out  with  someone  else,  well, 
you’re  number  one  on  the  list.  Also, 
they  seem  to  take  a lot  for  granted 
some  times. 

FEGLEY — Here  on  campus  the  boys 
have  poor  manners.  They’ll  knock 
you  down  going  into  the  A & S 
Building  without  a qualm. 

TOWBES  — It  seems  like  on  campus 
the  men  just  forget  themselves. 
Nine  times  out  of  ten  they’ll  come 
to  campus  in  jeans  or  something 
like  that.  And  I think  that  if  the 
girls  dress  nicely  the  fellows  should 
too. 

WYNN — I don’t  like  to  wait  for  some- 
body and  they  make  me  mad  when 
they  show  up  late. 


MODERATOR— Well,  first  let’s  take 
lip  the  clothing  of  the  males  on 
campus.  Should  the  hoys  dress 
for  comfort  or  to  please  the  little 
blonde  in  the  row  in  front  of 
them? 

FEGLEY — I think  a boy  looks  nice  if 
he  comes  to  class  with  a white  shirt 
and  a sweater  and  a tie.  He  doesn’t 
have  to  wear  a coat. 

MODERATOR — He  should  be  wearing 
pants? 

TOWBES  — Almost  anything  is  all 
right  if  they’re  neat.  But  most  of 
the  boys  come  to  class  looking  aw- 
fully sloppy.  If  they’d  just  neaten 


MODERATOR  — But,  isn’t  sloppiness 
supposed  to  be  an  academic  tradi- 
tion? 

ALI No ! 

MODERATOR — Oh.  Well,  to  change 
the  subject,  how  about  the  man- 
ners of  the  campus  males?  Do 
you  think  they  treat  you  with  the 
right  amount  of  courtesy? 

WYNN — A few  of  the  boys  will  tend 
to  be  overly  polite.  I don’t  think  you 
want  that.  I think  you  just  want  to 
be  at  your  ease.  They  should,  for 
instance,  open  doors,  pour  your 
beer,  light  your  cigarette  — things 
like  that. 


PAGE  4 


The  OLD  LIIVE 


KELLY — Whether  they  mean  it  or 
not,  they’re  usually  polite. 

MODERATOR  — Do  you  think 
campus  men  gossip  as  much  as 
or  more  than  the  girls? 

TOWBES — I think  the  average  male 
gossips  ever  so  much  more  than  the 
girls  do.  Even  when  a girl  talks  to 
a fellow  on  the  phone,  she  very 
rarely  has  anything  to  say  because 
he’s  doing  all  the  talking.  It’s  im- 
possible to  get  a fellow  off  the  phone 
in  ten  minutes.  I think  they’re  very 
catty.  (At  this  point  the  moderator 
winced  perceptibly  but  somehow 
managed  to  refrain  from  the  ob- 
vious comeback.  After  all,  this  was 
to  be  on  “Men.”  Why  hit  at  such  an 
open  target?) 

WYNN — At  least  the  boys  gossip 
among  themselves.  We’re  inclined 
to  gossip  with  the  boys  rather  than 
among  ourselves.  That  way  it 
doesn’t  get  around  as  much.  Or 
maybe  it  gets  around  more.  At 
least  the  men  don’t  know  what 
we’re  talking  about!  (There  may 
have  been  a knot  in  the  tape  here. 
Something  got  twisted  somewhere.) 

MODERATOR — What  would  the  aver- 
age coed  like  to  have  her  date  talk 
about?  Assuming  they  wanted  to 
talk.  Philosophy?  Football? 

FEGLEY — There’s  always  the  weath- 
er. 

WYNN — There  are  very  few  boys  who 
know  anything  about  perfumes  or 
the  dresses  their  girl  wears.  Most 
girls  would  like  them  to  at  least 
notice  what  they  are  wearing.  A 
girl,  for  instance,  usually  knows 
what  kind  of  shaving  lotion  the  man 
is  using — what  kind  of  tie  he  has 
on — things  like  that. 

KELLY — You  must  have  been  doing 
some  research. 

WYNN — If  you’ve  been  out  with 
enough  fellows  you  know. 

MODERATOR — Should  a girl  go 
with  a homely  man  or  a hand- 
some man?  Or  a mediocre  one? 

TOWBES — I wouldn’t  want  any  Greek 
Adonis — but,  on  the  other  hand,  I 
wouldn’t  want  anybody  who  was 
just  too  homely.  There  is  a happy 
medium.  It  really  doesn’t  make  too 
much  difference — if  he’s  clean  cut 
and  neat. 


KELLY — It’s  not  so  much  what  he 
looks  like — it’s  what  he  acts  like. 
Remember — you  aren’t  going  to  sit 
and  look  at  him  the  rest  of  your 
life;  you’re  going  to  have  to  live 
with  him. 

MODERATOR— Well,  after  all,  there 
is  the  possibility  that  he  might  get 
away. 

TOWBES — On  the  whole,  the  good 
looking  fellows  don’t  have  as 
pleasant  a personality  as  the  other 
ones— they  seem  to  rely  so  much  on 
their  looks  that  they  don’t  bother 
developing  their  personality.  But, 
with  the  pleasant  looking  boys — - 
they  make  better  company  than  just 
people  with  pretty  faces. 

MODERATOR — What  do  you  think 
of  the  appeal  of  the  football  play- 
ers and  the  convertibles? 

WYNN — Awfully  nice  on  a rainy 
night.  (The  convertibles.) 


FEGLEY — I think  it’s  just  for  show. 
It  does  make  a good  impression  on 
other  girls. 

WYNN — Not  to  change  the  subject, 
but  I think  too  many  people  have 
the  wrong  impression  about  foot- 
ball players.  They  think  they’re 
just  a bunch  of  big,  stupid 
idiots. . . . 

TOWBES — I’ve  taken  classes  with  a 
couple  of  them. . . . 

FEGLEY — I think  they’re  pretty  nice 
people.  (All  heads  nodded  in  agree- 
ment. Including  the  moderator’s. 
After  all,  what  does  that  line  aver- 
age?) 

TOWBES — And  then  there’s  the  girl 
who  comes  back  to  the  dorm  and 
says,  “Oh  I had  a date  with  a Bel 
Air  last  night.” 

MODERATOR — Just  what  is  a Bel 
Air? 

ALL — It’s  a hard-top  convertible! 

MODERATOR— Oh. 


“If  you’ve  been  out  with  enough  fel- 
lows, you  know.” 


MODERATOR — How  about  the  Go- 
Gettum  Type,  the  lady-killer? 

WYNN — There  are  only  a few  that  I 
know. 

FEGLEY — They’re  hard  to  talk  to! 

WYNN — They  ought  to  be  banished! 

MODERATOR — What  about  the  fel- 
low who  wants  to  monopolize  the 
front  door  of  the  dormitory  at  one 
o’clock  with  passionate  wooing? 
The  wrestler  type. 

WYNN  — That  depends  on  whom 
you’re  with.  If  you’re  in  love  . . . 
well  that’s  different. 

MODERATOR  — In  love?  You  mean 
when  you’re  pinned.  How  about 
pinning?  How  much  does  it  mean? 

TOWBES — I think  a pin  means  more 
to  a girl  than  it  does  to  a boy. 

WYNN — I think  a pinning  is  just  an 
engagement  when  the  boy  can’t  af- 
ford a ring. 

(Continued  on  next  page) 


Athletically  minded  Pat  Wynne  couldn't  try  out  lor  the  football  team  herself,  so  she 
had  to  be  content  with  cheering  the  Terps  on  to  their  Gator  Bowl  victory  last  year.  This 
year  she  was  elected  assistant  head  cheerleader,  but  she  regrets  that  her  cheering  didn't 
produce  a bowl  bid  this  time. 

Miss  Wynne  is  secretary  of  her  sorority,  Alpha  Chi  Omega,  and  secretary  of  the 
Student  Activities  Committee.  Last  year  she  was  sophomore  representative  to  the  Women's 
League  and  dormitory  representative  to  the  Judicial  Board. 
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Save! 
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Seven  Children? 
Heavy  Drinking? 
. . . Well ! 


“Some  men  are  here  for  an  education 
— believe  it  or  not.” 


Geraldine  M.  Fegley  has  contributed  her  bit  to  Alpha  Gamma  Delta  sorority  by  serv- 
ing as  chaplain,  treasurer,  and  now  social  chairman.  She  is  ex-advertising  manager  for 
"Diamondback,"  and  was  social  chairman  of  Maggie  B back  in  "I  can't  remember  when." 
Miss  Fegley  is  a senior  majoring  in  Spanish  and  minoring  in  fine  arts. 

She  has  been  active  backstage  in  the  University  Theatre  and  is  a member  of  that 
organization.  She  says  she  has  a vague  recollection  of  belonging  to  some  clubs — the  Ball- 
room Dance  Club  and  the  Lutheran  Students  Association — in  her  freshman  year,  five 
years  ago. 


TOWBES — I just  thought  of  a pet 
peeve  of  mine. 

MODERATOR— Out  with  it. 

TOWBES — The  men  are  always  say- 
ing “Golly,  no  dates”  and  yet  so 
many  women  in  the  dorms  are  say- 
ing the  same  thing.  Men  should  go 
up  and  ask  the  girls.  All  she  will  do 
is  say  no.  (This  was  taken  down  in 
shorthand  — it  may  be  a stenog- 
rapher’s error.  By  now,  the  tape 
had  run  out.) 

FEGLEY — Maybe  some  of  the  men 
just  don’t  like  to  date  ...  a lot  can’t 
afford  to  date  . . . some  are  here  for 
an  education,  believe  it  or  not. 

MODERATOR — Do  you  think  the 
women  come  to  college  to  get  a 
husband? 

ALL — That’s  true. 

UNIDENTIFIED  VOICE  — Most  of 
them  are  here  for  their  MRS  degree. 

MODERATOR — Do  you  believe  that 


most  men  prefer  uneducated  women 
because  they’re  not  bothered  with 
complexes,  — they’re  more  basic, 
more  primitive? 

WYNN — Naturally,  if  you’ve  never 
had  anything  before,  you’ll  be  satis- 
fied. 

TOWBES — All  the  girls  in  my  sorority 
who  are  pinned  are  in  nursery  edu- 
cation. . . . 

MODERATOR — But,  I thought  sociol- 
ogists say  that  college  women 
don’t  want  children. 

FEGLEY — I want  seven. 

VOICE  FROM  AUDIENCE  — The 
vanishing  American ! 

KELLY — Remember  we  were  talking 
about  fast  men.  I can’t  seem  to  un- 
derstand— men  want  to  marry  a 
virgin  but  they  seem  to  try  to  make 
it  an  impossibility  . . . you  can  han- 
dle most  persons,  but  if  you  can’t 
handle  them — stay  away! 
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Catherine  Kelly,  known  around  campus  as  "Katie,"  was  Women's  League  president 
last  year.  She  was  a member  of  the  May  Court;  Sigma  Kappa's  candidate  for  May  Queen. 

Miss  Kelly  received  her  B.A.  in  Government  and  Politics  last  year.  She  was  the  Newman 
Club  representative  to  the  Student  Religious  Council,  and  as  Newman  Club  secretary, 
she  attended  the  Newman  Club  province  convention. 

Alpha  Epsilon  Phi's  1949  Pledge  Queen,  Carol  Lee  Towbes,  considers  herself  "dis- 
gustingly normal.”  Last  year  she  earned  part  credit  for  the  Diamondback's  "Negro  Edu- 
cation in  the  Free  State"  series,  by  assisting  author  Lou  Eisenhauer  with  research.  Miss 
Towbes  is  AEPhi's  representative  to  the  Student  Activities  Committee.  She  also  claims  to 
be  an  accomplished  ukelele  player. 


TOWBES — I think  it  depends  upon 
the  girl.  Because,  nobody  likes  to 
be  told  no.  I can’t  put  it  into  words, 
but,  a girl  shouldn’t  have  any 
trouble  with  a guy  unless  she’s 
given  him  some  encouragement 
herself. 

WYNN — -I’ve  never  had  that  much 
trouble — That’s  what  I like  about 
the  football  players.  But,  I haven’t 
been  out  with  the  whole  team, 
though. 

TOWBES — I think  a fellow  is  as  fast 
as  the  girl  is  . . . 

Defense? 

FEGLEY — The  average  girl  can  de- 
fend herself  if  she  wants  to.  She 
shouldn’t  give  the  fellow  the  wrong 
impression. 

MODERATOR — Well,  don’t  the  girls 

f 

«...  • 


dress  to  entice  the  men  to  just  such 
advances? 

FEGLEY — You  shouldn’t  judge  a girl 
by  the  way  she  dresses. 

MODERATOR — (As  the  girls’  dates 
kicked  on  the  door  outside  the 
forum.)  Do  you  think  the  girls 
should  join  in  if  the  party  gets  a 
little  rough.  You  know,  dirty  songs, 
jokes,  heavy  drinking — that  sort  of 
thing. 

WYNN — I can’t  see  anything  wrong 
if  the  jokes  are  cute.  As  for  drink- 
ing— well,  as  long  as  they  are  happy 
and  not  sloppily  or  continually 
drunk.  . . . 

Just  then  the  girls’  dates  forced 
the  doors  open  and  the  Forum  was 
over.  All  in  all  it  added  up  to  a 
pretty  fair  recommendation  of  the 
Maryland  males.  At  least  over  the 
Princeton  ones. 
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Two  Dollars  Worth 

Part  of  “it”  was  man-made  ... 
but  only  part  of  it 


bv  S.  L.  Wliitelieail 


WHEN  I MET  CHARLES  SINES,  the  thing  had  already 
made  him  a broken  hulk.  I use  the  word  “thing”  for 
lack  of  a more  accurate  term;  I do  not  know  how  else  one 
can  describe  the  series  of  events  which  destroyed  this  man. 
Although  part  of  it  (the  crudest,  most  stupid  part)  was  man- 
made, the  actual  force  which  put  the  mechanisms  of  a ma- 
lignant fate  into  motion  was  something  not  named  by  human 
tongue. 

I have  pondered  long  before  committing  what  I know  of 
the  story  to  paper;  for  by  so  doing,  I may  be  bringing  to 
bear  upon  myself  those  same  machinations  which  ruined 
Sines.  I am  closely  watched;  that  I know.  What  it  is  that 
watches,  I do  not  know;  but  I begin  to  suspect.  . . . 

Charles  Sines  is  (or  was)  well  known  to  you,  I am  sure. 
Our  extensive,  free,  and  often  libelous  press  made  his  name 
as  much  a part  of  our  national  jargon  as  Crisco,  Lifebuoy, 
or  Alka-Seltzer.  He  was  first,  a physicist — one  of  the  most 
brilliant  that  this  intellectually  arid  nation  will  ever  possess ; 
he  was,  second,  a patriot — this  helped  destroy  him. 

It  was  in  the  early  months  of  1948  that  his  personality  was 
first  exploited  before  the  American  public.  He  was  a guest 
on  many  radio  and  television  forums  when  the  simpler  as- 
pects of  nuclear  fission  began  to  displace  “Stop  the  Music” 
as  a topic  for  the  citizenry  to  discuss.  At  this  time,  he  was 
a hero ; one  of  that  mysterious  and  slightly  frightening  band 
of  men  who  moved  through  a rarified  atmosphere  which 
teemed  with  such  unfamiliar  objects  as  protons,  reaction 
piles,  U-235,  Plutonium,  Geiger  counters,  and  radioactive 
areas — to  say  nothing  of  such  unpleasant  sights  as  radiation 
sickness,  keloids,  and  genetic  monstrosities.  He  was  that  All- 
American  fetish:  a real  pioneer. 

In  patient  and  slightly  bored  tones,  his  familiar  voice 
would  drift  out  of  4,000,000  radio  speakers  as  he  explained 

(Continued  on  page  10) 


“Again  and  again  the  heavy  gun  thundered.” 
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"That’s  Adams,  he  gets  all  the  girls 
since  he  smokes  a Kaywoodie” 


KAYWOODIE 


A Kaywoodie  Pipe  has  the  character  and 
style  that  puts  a plus  in  your  personality. 
Flame-Grain  briar  is  exclusive  with  Kay- 
woodie—its  beauty  identifies  it  anywhere. 
Flame-Grain  is  treated  so  it  is  extra  sweet- 
smoking.  Kaywoodie  Co.,  Estab.  1851, 
630  Fifth  Ave.,  New  York— and  London. 

Kaywoodies  range  from  $5.  up,  according  to  the 
quality  of  the  briar.  Send  for  booklet  18. 


Two  Hollars 


(Continued  from  page  8) 

for  the  umpteenth  time  (insofar  as  security 
measures  would  allow)  the  inner  workings 
of  that  modern  miracle  of  pure  destruction, 
the  so-called  “Atomic  Bomb.” 

His  lean,  long-jowled  face  with  the  sad, 
tired  eyes  would  appear  like  some  geni 
through  the  murk  of  the  nation’s  television 
screens  and  he  would  repeat  his  oft-told 
tale.  Gradually,  however,  t'he  smug,  self- 
assured,  and  vastly  ignorant  populace  be- 
gan to  grow  tired  of  its  new-found  toy,  and 
Sines  drifted  back  up  into  the  seclusion  of 
his  laboratory.  It  must  have  been  about  this 
time  that  he  made  the  discovery  which  was 
to  cost  him  his  reputation  and  eventually 
his  life. 

In  preparation  for  forthcoming  tests  upon 
a newly-improved  bomb  (it  was  fondly 
hoped  that  this  one  could  destroy  twice  as 
much  of  everything  as  the  earlier  model), 
Sines  had  been  given  the  task  of  solving 
the  photographic  problem.  A camera  was 
needed  which  had  a shutter  fast  enough  to 
record  the  instantaneous  “fire-ball”  which 
initially  formed  the  cataclysm  of  ruptured 
atoms  to  follow.  The  exposure  had  to  be 
made  in  a fragment  of  time  much  less  than 
any  camera  available  could  attain.  A second 
difficulty  had  to  be  surmounted  also,  for 
the  intense  light  created  by  the  birth  of 
this  man-made  inferno  would  burn  a hole 
through  any  type  of  film  known  at  that 
time.  The  very  fact  that  such  a herculean 
job  was  given  to  Sines  spoke  eloquently  of 
the  confidence  vested  in  him  by  a bewild- 
ered military. 

Suffice  to  say:  Sines  accomplished  what 
should  have  been  (and,  indeed,  was  to 
others)  impossible.  He  completed  a camera 
which  was  capable  of  recording  upon  film 
of  his  creation,  the  mercurial  flash.  On  that 
warm,  misty,  summer  morning  when  the 
inventions  were  to  be  tested  before  the 
blast  of  the  new  bomb,  Charles  Sines  caused 
the  attentions  of  his  executioner  to  be  fo- 
cused upon  him.  For  when  Sines  developed 
the  negatives,  he  found  that  an  interloper 
had  wandered  into  camera  range  at  the 
exact  fraction  of  a second  in  which  the 
"fire-ball”  had  its  picture  taken.  I,  of  course, 
have  not  seen  the  prints  of  this  unique 
exposure — nor  has  anyone  else  except  Sines 
— for  the  very  evening  that  he  developed 


them,  the  pictures  were  destroyed  in  a fire 
which  swept  the  entire  laboratory  and  very 
nearly  cooked  him  along  with  the  experi- 
mental camera. 

The  work  of  months  was  destroyed,  and 
the  “powers”  were  displeased;  they  made 
the  mistake  of  blaming  Sines  for  something 
which  no  man  had  caused.  As  I have  said, 
he  was  a scientist  first  and  a patriot  sec- 
ond, so  he  resigned  from  his  position  and 
returned  to  the  research  foundation  where 
he  had  originally  met  fame.  But  he  was 
badly  frightened  by  what  he  had  seen,  and 
his  fear  rapidly  became  an  obsession  with 
him.  His  associates  appeared — to  his  tor- 
tured mind — spies,  and  he  acted  according- 
ly. They,  puzzled  by  his  strange  behavior, 
left  him  more  and  more  to  his  own  devices, 
which  only  worsened  the  situation. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  Charles  be- 
gan to  worry  about  money.  His  salary  at 
the  foundation  was  generous;  he  had  been 
well  paid  by  the  government,  and  of  course 
the  twin  treasure  chests  of  radio  and  tele- 
vision bad  enriched  him,  yet  he  felt  that  he 
must  have  more.  Perhaps,  he  hoped  to  buy 
protection  from  what  he  had  seen.  Any- 
way, he  began  to  make  himself  thoroughly 
obnoxious  to  people  who  owed  him  money 
— and  these  were  quite  numerous,  for  Ihe 
had  patented  many  of  his  earlier  creations, 
and  never,  until  now,  had  he  been  overly 
demanding  of  his  debtors.  His  waning  popu- 
larity came  to  a speedy  demise.  He  quit 
his  position  at  the  research  center  and  went 
into  seclusion  at  the  ancient  family  estate 
which  had  passed  into  his  hands  upon  the 
death  of  his  only  near  relative,  a sisiter. 
Here,  he  isolated  himself  from  the  world 
and  lived  alone  with  his  terror  and  his 
money.  Here,  too,  his  country  forgot  him 
for  nearly  eighteen  months — it  was  too 
late,  then,  to  save  him. 

Charles  had  been  at  his  hermitage  well 
over  a year  when  the  letter  came. 

It  was  the  old  man’s  custom  to  accept 
his  groceries,  supplies,  and  mail  by  means 
which  enabled  him  to  remain  unobserved 
and  untouched  by  the  persons  Who  deliv- 
ered them.  The  groceries  were  ordered  by 
phone  and  paid  for  by  check  as  were  the 
( Continued  on  page  22) 
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Under  a rejuvenated  leadership . the 
Ji-Club  has  realty  seared . 


by  Bill  Strasser 


“THE  UNDERGRADUATE  varsity  M-Club  is  now 
having  its  best  and  most  successful  year  of  campus  par- 
ticipation since  its  organization  fifteen  years  ago.”  So 
says  Dean  of  Men  Geary  Eppley,  University  letterman 
and  one  of  the  founding  fathers  of  the  Alumni  M-Club. 

Striving  to  take  an  active  part  in  the  University’s  many 
and  varied  fields  of  endeavor,  the  undergraduate  M-Club’s 
eighty  active  members  have  raised  the  organization 
from  a level  of  an  exclusive  and  impersonal  honorary  to  a 
level  of  fellowship,  service,  and  leadership  in  campus  life. 

Begun  in  1935  under  the  guidance  of  the  older  Alumni 
M organization,  the  varsity  club  took  a fluctuating  part  in 
campus  activities  until,  during  the  second  World  War,  it 
ceased  to  exist  actively  as  an  organization.  Following  the 
war,  it  was  revived  as  a campus  honorary  organization. 
Since  then  it  has  risen  to  a prominent  and  promising 
position  of  leadership  at  Maryland. 

But  primarily  the  campus  M-Club  depends  for  its 
growth  upon  the  leadership  within  the  organization  and 
the  direction  of  that  leadership.  Behind  every  group  there 
stands  a set  of  purposes  toward  which  its  members  work, 
and  there  stands  a group  of  individuals  who  literally 
breathe  life  into  those  purposes  and  who  are  responsible 
for  the  attainment  of  those  goals.  Maryland’s  monogram 
club  is  no  exception.  It  too  has  a set  of  purposes  and  a 
group  of  leaders. 

Presiding  over  and  instigating  many  of  the  innova- 
tions of  the  M-Club  this  year  is  Earl  Thomson,  senior 


BPA  student.  Thomson,  who  graduates  in  February,  is  the 
son  of  the  Naval  Academy’s  track  coach  and  managed 
the  cross-country  and  track  teams  of  1947-1948.  Taking 
an  active  part  in  the  club’s  activities  in  the  past,  he  served 
as  secretary  for  the  group  last  year. 

Pete  Augsburger,  the  Terps’  senior  offensive  end  from 
Pittsburgh,  fills  the  office  of  vice-president.  Secretary  Bill 
Brockmeyer,  manager  of  the  lacrosse  team  for  the  past 
two  years  and  treasurer  Lou  Phoebus,  hefty  member  of 
the  wrestling  team,  complete  the  list  of  executive  officers. 

What  are  the  present  purposes  and  goals  of  Maryland’s 
revitalized  undergraduate  club  of  monogram  wearers? 

Here  are  the  primary  objectives  of  the  club  as  they  are 
expressed  in  its  newly  created  constitution.  Beneath  each 
purpose  are  printed  the  specific  ways  and  means  which 
the  club  has  used  or  will  use  to  further  its  goals. 

1)  To  create  comradeship  between  our  own  athletic 
teams — 

“We  intend  to  provide  an  opportunity  for  the  varsity 
M men  to  meet  and  become  acquainted  with  each  other; 
in  other  words  we  want  to  cultivate  the  players’  interests 
in  one  another  in  addition  to  their  interests  in  their  own 
respective  sports,”  says  Thomson,  in  clarifying  the  first 
purpose  of  the  monogramers. 

Perhaps  the  best  way  to  “create  a comradeship” 
among  men  of  particular  and  unique  athletic  interests  is 
to  provide  a means  for  their  being  able  to  meet  each  other 
as  individuals  and  to  cultivate  a personal  relationship  off 
of  the  field  of  competitive  athletics. 

President  Thomson,  with  a gleam  of  anticipation  in  his 
eye,  further  speaks  of  specific  and  ambitious  plans  for  the 
future. 

“When  the  Field  House  adjoining  the  new  stadium  is 
completed,  we  plan  to  have  a chapter  room  in  the  building 
for  M-Club  members.  There  we  hope  to  collect  all  of  the 
University’s  athletic  trophies  in  one  place.  This  room 
would  be  used  not  only  as  trophy  room,  but  also  as  a 
lounge  and  place  of  formal  meeting  for  the  club.” 

Several  social  parties,  dances,  and  sorority  “deserts” 
are  planned  as  a part  of  the  future  activities,  Thomson 
explained. 

For  the  first  time  in  the  club’s  history,  a formal  initia- 

( Continued  on  page  19) 
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He  was  gonna  show  *0111  all --so  lie  played 


I GUESS  THE  FOLKS  back  at  Bay  City  would  call  me  a 
I fool;  I know  they’d  say  I'm  a flop — if  they  knew  what  I 
done  today.  I don’t  care  so  much  now,  though,  now  that  I 
went  ahead  and  done  what  I been  plannin’  for  the  last  two 
years. 

It’s  just  that  I get  the  bum  breaks,  that’s  all.  Now  you 
take  my  job  for  instance.  I got  one  of  them  jobs  that’s  really 
lousey;  all  work  and  no  pay.  If  that  ain’t  a bum  break,  I 
don’t  know  what  you  call  one.  I looked  for  a job  right  along 
with  the  rest  of  the  gang  I went  to  school  with.  They  all 
fell  into  the  good  jobs  in  town.  They  knew  people,  or  just 
beat  me  to  the  place  before  I knew  they  was  there.  So  I get 
stuck  with  workin’  for  the  city  in  the  Water  Works  Depart- 
ment. Now  don’t  get  me  wrong;  I tell  you  it  takes  a good 
man  to  lay  cast  iron  pipe.  I hafta  know  all  about  settin’ 
grades,  caulkin’  joints  and  back-fillin’  according  to  city  speci- 
fications. Besides,  I ain’t  no  ordinary  day-laborer.  I’m  sorta 
helper  to  the  foreman  on  the  day  shift. 

But  you  know  how  people  get.  They  see  you  tossin’  dirt 
out  of  a hole  one  day,  and  they  start  to  think  they’re  better’n 
you  are.  Well,  I said  to  myself  one  day  about  two  years  back 
that  I’d  show  them  guys  who  thought  they  was  so  smart  just 
what  real  smart  was.  So  I thought  up  a neat  way  of  showin’ 
’em.  And  that’s  what  I’m  gonna  tell  you  about. 

You  know  that  it  takes  a smart  guy  to  beat  the  ponies. 
People  that  play  the  ponies  without  no  system  are  just  plain 


The  radio  actor 
turned  director 
thinks  the  classics 
are  really  it 


Classics— a la  Coppinger 

by  Mary  Lakeman 


BROOKLYN-BORN  John  Coppinger,  one  of  the  speech 
department’s  “bright  young  men,”  seldom  saw  the  first 
act  of  any  play  until  he  became  director  of  the  Table  Toy 
Thespians.  Up  to  then  he  had  relied  on  the  devious  practice 
of  mingling  with  intermission  crowds  and  entering  the 
theatre  surreptitiously.  “I  have  seen  more  second  and 
third  acts  than  anybody!”  he  asserts. 

During  his  sixteen  month  sojourn  as  a prisoner  of  war 
he  founded  the  Table  Top  Thespians,  so  named  because 
they  used  an  ingenious  table  arrangement  for  a stage. 
With  one  book  of  plays  as  inspiration,  they  improvised 
scenery  and  costumes  and  produced  eighteen  plays,  among 
them  Front  Page,  Waiting  for  Lefty,  and  a modern-dress 
version  of  Julius  Caesar.  Here  began  the  dramatic  en- 


deavor which  eventually  brought  Coppinger  to  Maryland 
in  the  spring  of  1947,  after  taking  his  Master  of  Fine  Arts 
degree  at  Catholic  University. 

Following  his  discharge  from  the  army,  Coppinger 
free-lanced  in  New  York,  writing  radio  scripts  and  acting. 
He  wrote  for  such  shows  as  Boston  Blackie,  Famous  Jury 
Trials,  and  acted  in  the  soap-box-opera,  Portia  Faces  Life. 
From  these  humble,  but  remunerative  beginnings  came 
the  man  who  has  championed  the  cause  of  the  classics  in 
Maryland’s  modern  dramatic  repertory. 

Violently  opposed  to  “rehashing  old  Broadway  junk,” 
he  believes  it  is  the  duty  of  an  educational  institution 

( Continued  on  page  20) 
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in  a Rut  • 


Weather  or  Hot 


Morris  Leeowfrz 


The  brethren  were  nestled  all  snug  in  their  cots, 

While  dreams  of  good  booze  tied  their  heads  in  big  knots. 

John  in  his  Frat  pin  and  I in  my  cap 
Had  just  settled  down  for  another  night-cap, 

When  out  on  the  town  there  arose  such  a smell 
I sprang  from  my  chair  to  see  what  the  hell! 

Away  out  the  window  I fell  like  a flash 
Stumbled  o'er  the  shutter  and  broke  through  the  sash. 

When  what  to  my  blood-shot  eyes  should  show  up, 

But  eight  tiny  reindeer  and  a Senate  beer  truck. 

With  a litfle  old  driver  so  lively  and  quick 
I knew  it  was  Santa  as  tight  as  a tick. 

More  rapid  than  DT's  his  coursers  they  came 
And  he  burped,  and  he  hiccupped  and  called  them  by  name: 

Now  Gunther,  now  Ruppert,  on  Senate,  and  Blatz, 

On  Old  German,  and  Budweiser,  and  get  along  Pabst. 

And  then  in  a twinkling  I heard  on  the  roof 
The  weaving  and  stumbling  of  each  tiny  hoof. 

As  I drew  in  my  head  and  turned  'round  real  quick 
Down  the  chimney  he  fell  with  a burp  and  a hick. 

He  was  dressed  all  in  fur  from  bottom  to  top 
And  h is  clothes  smelled  of  liquor,  the  drunken  old  sot. 

His  eyes  how  they  twinkled,  his  dimples  how  merry 
His  cheeks  like  Four  Roses,  his  nose  like  a cherry. 

The  neck  of  a fifth  he  held  tight  in  his  fist 
And  the  odor  of  booze  covered  him  like  a mist. 

A wink  of  his  eye  and  a jerk  of  his  head 
Soon  gave  me  to  know  I had  nothing  to  dread. 

He  spoke  not  a word  but  went  straight  to  his  work 
And  filled  all  the  stockings,  the  plastered  old  jerk. 

And  laying  a cork  aside  of  his  nose 
He  gave  me  the  razz,  up  the  chimney  he  rose. 

He  sprang  to  his  truck,  to  his  team  gave  a sigh 
And  turning  around,  he  burped  a good-bye. 

But  I heard  him  hiccup  'ere  he  drove  ouf  of  sight: 

"Merry  Christmas  you  drunkards — now  really  get  tight." 


— Anne  Livingston. 


Varsity 

(Continued  from  page  II) 

tion  will  be  held  to  induct  new  members 
into  the  organization.  Intended  to  give  the 
new  members  a sense  of  purpose  and  uni- 
fication in  joining  the  M-Club,  the  for- 
malized ritual  is  tentatively  scheduled  to 
include  an  address  by  a former  Maryland 
athlete,  Dr.  H.  C.  Byrd.  In  addition  to  be- 
ing awarded  his  varsity  letter  at  the  cere- 
mony, each  club  member  will  receive  a 
small  gold  lapel  M pin,  a membership  card, 
and  a copy  of  the  monogram  club’s  code. 

Not  only  has  a spirit  of  comradeship 
been  fostered  among  Maryland  athletes, 
but  the  wearers  of  the  M have  sought  to 
cultivate  a friendly  relation  with  athletic 
organizations  of  other  universities.  Mem- 
bers of  the  cross-country  team  of  North 
Carolina  State  were  guests  of  the  club  at 
the  homecoming  game,  when  they  sat  in  a 
specially  reserved  section  for  undergradu- 
ate club  members.  This  invitation  marked 
a step  forward  in  understanding  and 
friendship  between  athletes  of  two  differ- 
ent universities. 

By  bringing  athletically  minded  speak- 
ers to  address  the  club  at  its  business 
meetings,  Thomson  hopes  to  stimulate 
members’  interest  in  the  club’s  activities 
and  thereby  to  draw  more  of  the  150  po- 
tential members  into  the  organization. 
Walter  Driscoll,  former  Maryland  athletic 
director  and  ex-president  of  the  Baltimore 
Colts  professional  football  team,  addressed 
the  group  at  its  December  meeting.  Char- 
ley Keller,  New  York  Yankee  slugger  and 
a former  Maryland  athlete,  is  tentatively 
scheduled  to  preside  over  a round  table 
discussion  related  to  the  business  work 
and  athletics. 

2)  To  create  better  athletic  spirit  in  the 
student  body — - 

“Improvement  of  school  spirit  for  ath- 
letic contests  is  one  of  the  primary  tasks 
of  the  club  in  the  future,”  says  Thomson. 
“We  of  the  club  hope  to  raise  it  to  a level 
of  what  it  should  be  for  a school  of  10,000 
students” — a level  of  enthusiastic  student 
attendance  and  support  for  all  competitive 
sport  programs. 

Many  years  ago  when  Maryland  was  “the 
Ag  college”  it  was  customary  to  have  mem- 
bers of  the  freshmen  class  beat  a huge 
semi-spherical  drum  beginning  on  the 
night  preceding  homecoming  and  ending 
after  the  scoring  of  the  first  touchdown 
by  Maryland  in  the  homecoming  game.  In 
line  with  the  club’s  second  purpose,  Thom- 
son plans  to  attempt  to  have  this  custom 
revived  next  year  at  the  University. 

3)  To  sponsor  and  assist  campus  activi- 
ties; to  represent  the  University  athletic 
interests;  and  to  give  advice  to  the  Ad- 
ministration when  called  upon— 

Through  the  Student  Activities  Commit- 
tee, which  plans  and  regulates  student 
campus  activities,  the  M-Club  has  made 
some  of  its  most  constructive  contribu- 
tions to  campus  life. 

One  of  the  more  widely  known  and  pop- 
ular activities  sponsored  by  the  organi- 
zation is  its  showing  of  the  movies  of 
“away”  football  games,  which  have  been 


witnessed  by  several  thousand  persons  so 
far  this  year.  To  “educate  the  student 
athletically  and  to  give  him  a further  un- 
derstanding of  sports,”  the  club  has 
planned  throughout  next  semester  to  re- 
place the  football  movies  with  public 
showings  of  movies  of  other  sports,  i.e., 
gymnastics,  boxing,  wrestling  and  track. 

A recent  beneficiary  of  the  M-Club  is 
the  Childrens’  Rehabilitation  Institute,  a 
childrens’  cerebral  palsy  hospital  seven- 
teen miles  from  Baltimore.  The  Insti- 
tute’s building  fund  received  the  proceeds 
of  the  organization’s  dance,  held  following 
the  Maryland-VPI  game  on  December  2. 
The  hospital  is  a combination  clinic  and 
professional  training  school  of  occupa- 
tional and  physical  therapy. 

Selling  tickets  for  the  homecoming 
dance;  participating  in  the  Dean  of  Men’s 
meeting  for  freshmen  during  orientation 
week;  proctoring  football  rallies  to  keep 
them  in  order;  serving  on  the  Spring 
Carnival  committee;  and  being  generally 
.available  to  the  Student  Government  As- 
sociation for  assistance  and  aid  at  campus 
events — all  of  these  are  representative  of 
the  constructive  program  of  support  of- 
fered by  the  M-clubbers. 

An  active  Alumni  M organization  strong- 
ly supports  its  campus  counterpart,  the 
undergraduate  M-Club,  which  was  formed 
through  the  efforts  of  the  graduate  group. 
The  Alumni  organization  is  but  a con- 
tinuance of  the  undergraduates  on  a 
graduate  level.  The  two  are  generally 
separate  in  specific  purposes  but  united  in 
their  ultimate  goal  and  direction — to  unite 
all  wearers  of  the  M in  support  of  inter- 
collegiate athletics  and  to  maintain  a 
means  whereby  fellowship  may  be  culti- 
vated among  men  with  a particular  in- 
terest. 

The  Alumni  monogram  organization  had 
its  beginning  when  an  informal  committee 
of  athletes,  interested  in  encouraging  ath- 
letic participation  and  competition  and  in 
establishing  a common  level  of  graduate 
friendship,  met  and  pooled  their  ideas. 
After  several  such  gatherings,  a constitu- 
tion was  conceived  and  submitted  to  the 
general  Alumni  Association  for  approval. 
Acceptance  followed  submission,  and  in 
1923  the  original  M-Club  was  founded  and 
incorporated  into  the  Alumni  organization. 

An  elaborate  system  to  keep  in  contact 
with  the  1200  alumni  monogramers  has 
been  established  throughout  the  country. 
Under  this  system  at  least  one  chapter  is 
organized  in  each  county  of  Maryland,  in 
the  District  of  Columbia,  and  in  each  state 
in  the  United  States.  Through  the  mem- 
bers of  these  chapters,  contact  is  made 
with  potential  Maryland  athletes. 

The  Alumni's  first  president  was  Harry 
C.  Byrd,  who  was  then  the  University’s 
athletic  director  and  football  coach  and 
who  had  won  letters  in  three  sports — foot- 
ball, baseball  and  track. 

Eventually  this  graduate  branch  began 
to  function  as  an  active  member  of  campus 
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CAMPUS 
PERSONALITIES 
No.  ONE 


Gabriela  Graymadder 


FAMOUS  HERSELF 


FROM  WASHINGTON,  D.  C., 
comes  pretty  6'  4",  red-eyed  Ga- 
briela Graymadder,  daughter  of 
famous  Gustav  Graymadder  who 
cornered  the  B B market  in  the 
late  thirties.  Unlike  her  economist 
father,  Gabriela  has  chosen  psy- 
chology as  her  major.  The  library 
claims  most  of  her  spare  hours, 
where  she  works  on  her  thesis 
"Broom  Straw  Bending  as  Affect- 
ed by  Tomato  Seed  Counting." 
They  say  everyone  has  his  secret 
wish.  Well,  we  had  Gabriela  tell 
us  hers.  She  would  like  someday  to 
psychoanalyze  a malaria  infected 
mosquito.  Psychology  will  surely 
advance  a step  when  Gabriela 
graduates. 


CHRISTMAS  ISSUE 
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Coppinger 

(Continued  from  page  15) 


such  as  Maryland  to  expose  the  students 
to  the  classics  and  to  prove  that  these 
works  are  not  dry,  but  are  alive  and  vi- 
brant, capable  of  being  the  most  exciting 
theatre.  At  the  risk  of  sounding  snobbish, 
he  believes  that  the  level  of  taste  can  be 
raised. 

Although  there  are  rare  exceptions,  com- 
mercial theatre  seldom  makes  the  classics 
pay.  Art  for  art’s  sake  is  forced  to  take  a 
secondary  position  because  of  the  nature 
of  the  monetary  investment.  For  this  rea- 
son, Greek  drama,  Shakespeare  and  the 
other  classics  are  not  widely  accessible  and 
therefore  are  incapable  of  being  widely  ap- 
preciated. Educational  theatre,  Coppinger 
believes,  is  singularly  appropriate  for  their 
presentation. 

Another  of  Coppinger’s  pet  theories  in- 
volves removing  the  stigma  of  sterility 
which  is  unfortunately  associated  with 
classroom  presentation,  and  bringing  the 
classics  to  the  stage  in  order  to  use  this 
forceful  means  of  giving  the  student  an  un- 
derstanding of  these  literary  masterpieces. 
True,  he  feels  some  discretion  is  necessary 
in  choosing  the  play,  but  generally,  regard- 
less of  the  amount  of  preparation  or  back- 
ground, the  inherent  art  in  dramatic  form 
will  appear  to  the  audience.  In  Coppinger’s 
opinion,  students  need  the  stimulus  and 
challenge  of  poetic  drama,  whether  they 
participate  in  it  as  spectators  or  actors.  The 
rise  in  importance  of  the  works  of  men  like 
Christopher  Fry  and  T.  S.  Eliot  is  indicative 
of  a growing  appreciation  for  poetry  in  the 
drama. 

By  way  of  bringing  the  classics  to  the 
students,  Coppinger  favors  an  annual 
Shakespearean  production,  a policy  which 
he  initiated  in  the  spring  of  1949  with  Tam- 
ing of  the  Shrew  and  will  continue  this 
spring  with  Macbeth.  He  feels  that  Mac- 
beth, besides  being  a great  literary  and  dra- 
matic masterpiece,  is  probably  the  most 
dynamic  of  all  Shakespeare’s  plays.  For 
Macbeth  Coppinger  plans  to  use  some  form 
of  unit  setting,  emphasizing  the  primitive 
aspect  of  this  story  of  an  ancient  Scottish 
king.  He  will  recreate  the  animal  vigor  of 
the  man,  a non-Shakespearean  concept, 
perhaps,  but  the  young  director  asserts 
that  this  quality  is  inherent  in  the  drama. 
Also,  Coppinger’s  production  technique  will 
be  used  to  suggest  the  mystery  and  mood 
of  the  windswept  Scottish  moors  where  one 
of  the  scenes  is  laid. 

The  former  radio  actor  is  concerned  by 
the  lack  of  student  interest  in  University 
Theatre.  "New  comers  are  welcome,”  he 
says,  but  because  of  lack  of  student  sup- 
port, directors  are  forced  to  use  available 
actors  over  and  over  again.  New  talent  is 
here — “Out  of  a student  body  of  ten  thou- 
sand, there  must  be  some.”  But,  wonders 
Director  Coppinger,  why  doesn’t  it  show 
itself?” 


— Mary  Lakeman 


First  Burglar:  ‘‘Where  ya  been?” 
Second  Burglar:  ‘‘Out  robbing  a 
fraternity  house.” 

First  Burglar:  ‘‘Lose  anything?” 


There  once  was  a girl  from  Peru, 
Who  decided  her  loves  were  too  few. 
She  walked  from  the  door  with  a 
fig  leaf,  no  more; 

And  now  she’s  in  bed  with  the  flu. 


“Mamma,  daddy  isn’t  like  other 
men,  is  he?” 

“Why  do  you  ask  that,  child?” 


“Well,  he  just  got  tired  waiting 
for  an  elevator  and  went  down  the 
shaft  without  one.” 


Perplexed  oriental  husband:  “Our 
child  is  white.  Is  velly  strange.” 
Wife:  “ ’Tis  true.  Two  Wongs 
don’t  make  a white,  but  Occidents 
will  happen.” 


Chaplain:  (to  prisoner  in  electric 
chair) — “Can  I do  anything  for 
you?” 

Prisoner:  “Yes,  hold  my  hand.” 


Varsity 


(Continued  from  page  19) 

life.  It  sponsored,  for  the  first  time  in  the 
University’s  history,  a homecoming  day 
and  dance  on  November  15,  1924.  That 
first  homecoming  was  called  "M  Day.” 

Baseball  Coach  Burton  Shipley  was  one 
of  the  men  who  first  promoted  the  modern 
day  version  of  the  homecoming  dance  and 
brought  the  graduate  club  to  the  attention 
of  the  campus.  A fifteen-letter  man  him- 
self and  a member  of  the  athletic  staff  at 
Maryland  for  the  past  27  years,  Shipley 
is,  in  fact,  the  progenitor  of  the  homecom- 
ing dance. 

“Shipley  made  the  homecoming  dances 
popular,”  says  Dean  of  Men  Eppley.  "He 
was  instrumental  in  instigating  it  and 
making  it  the  informal  social  function  of 
the  fall.” 

At  first  the  dances  were  sponsored  by 
the  club  to  provide  an  evening  of  enter- 
tainment. Then  the  profit  motive  was  in- 


jected, and  the  dances  were  planned  to 
produce  a surplus  of  cash.  This  surplus 
was  channeled  into  a special  scholarship 
fund  for  Maryland  athletes,  who  continue 
to  benefit  from  the  profits  of  each  year’s 
homecoming  dance.  Exclusive  use  is  made 
of  these  funds  to  provide  assistance  for 
athletes  of  ten  of  the  twelve  varsity  sports. 
At  present  ten  scholarships  of  $100  each 
are  being  awarded  by  the  Alumni  M-Club 
to  University  athletes.  The  ultimate  goal 
of  the  organization  is  to  provide  one  $1,000 
scholarship  and  ten  $500  scholarships  each 
year. 

Together  and  individually  these  two 
groups  are  building  a future  of  activity 
and  leadership  in  the  field  of  athletics. 
Their  success  lies  in  the  attainment  of 
their  goals.  The  year  ahead  will  be  the 
proof  of  the  M-Club  pudding.  — Bill 
Strasser. 


No  more  for  him — he’s  driving.’ 
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The  OLD  LINE 


A VERY  *SOXEY'  STORY 


On  Pins  and  Needles 

by  Jim  Pearson 


WITH  CHRISTMAS  DRAWING  nigh,  the  Old  Line 
once  again  tells  you  how  to  do  it:  here  in  one  easy 
lesson  is  the  secret  of  knitting  Argyles  and  getting  the 
most  out  of  them.  (All  right,  you  may  not  get  them 
done  by  Christmas,  but  there’s  always  his  birthday.) 

As  most  gals  know,  Argyles  on  a boy’s  feet  mean  the 
guy’s  taken.  However,  others  maintain,  to  quote  one 
coed,  “Argyles  are  things  that  girls  knit  for  boys  with 
cold  feet.”  The  feeling  around  the  Kappa  house  seems 
to  be  that  Argyles  are  “the  first  step  a smart  girl  takes 
to  get  a fraternity  pin.”  No  swain  can  enter  without 
being  told  to  hold  his  hands  up  about  a foot  apart 
“while  I roll  my  yarn.” 

In  reality,  Argyles  are  hand-knitted  wool  feet-warm- 
ers  made  from  four  different  colored  yarns.  These 
yarns  come  in  a variety  of  colors,  the  most  popular  of 
which  are  electric  blue,  passion  red,  and  canary  yellow. 
One  word  of  warning  before  we  move  on  to  the  actual 
knitting:  don’t  use  the  tan  and  green  mixture.  (Says 
one  female  sox  expert,  “I  spent  over  six  months  work- 
ing on  a pair  of  tan  and  green  sox  for  ‘him’  and  all  I 
got  was  a ticket  to  graduation.”) 

Now  let’s  see  how  to  make  these  woolly  man  traps. 
Before  we  begin,  it  is  important  to  understand  the 
terms,  equipment,  and  details  of  knitting. 

Bobbins,  yam,  and  hands  (three  are  recommended, 
but  two  and  a well  manicured  foot  will  do)  are  the 
standard  equipment.  The  most  common  terms  to  be 
mastered  are  diamonds  (which  most  girls  know  al- 
ready), crosslines,  gussets,  knit,  purl,  and  a good  line 
of  profanity. 

All  set?  Then  we’re  off.  First,  knit  one,  then  purl 
two.  (For  some  unknown  reason  all  knitting  seems  to 
start  this  way.)  Second,  knit  stitch  over  the  slip  stitch. 
Knit  three  together,  increasing  as  you  go,  watching 
carefully  you  don’t  mix  your  crossline  with  the  gusset. 
Am  I followed?  Good.  (The  men  may  have  trouble 


following;  I am  slanting  these  instructions  for  the 
women.) 

From  here  on  out  things  get  tougher.  Gently  run 
the  needles  in  and  out  of  the  diamonds,  while  holding 
the  bobbins  with  the  left  and  right  hands.  This  is  to 
form  the  cross-hatching  that  seems  so  important  to 
Argyles.  (If  this  is  not  done  properly,  you’ve  had  it!) 

If  by  this  time  the  sox  appear  to  be  more  on  the 
order  of  a sweater,  my  only  advice  is  that  you  can  buy 
sox  at  the  Hecht  Company  for  $4.50. 

There  is  a regular  rate  of  exchange  in  Argyles.  Two 
pair  are  equal  to  one  fraternity  pin.  Then  you  should 
knit  a sweater  (the  one  we  made  above  will  do)  just 
to  keep  the  pin.  If,  however,  you  knit  six  pair  for  “him” 
without  getting  a pin,  it  would  be  best  to  get  a new  man. 

Perhaps  your  male  light  doesn’t  care  for  Argyles. 
If  so,  the  question  arises  of  whether  it  is  practical  to 
give  them  to  fathers,  brothers,  uncles,  cousins,  or  other 
relatives.  Emily  Post  says  “yes,”  and  the  best  time  to 
give  them  is  the  day  before  Christmas  or  a day  very 
close  to  a birthday. 

This  is  the  story  of  Argyle  sox.  Knit  ’em  and  catch 
’em.  Knit  ’em  during  classes — History  7 and  L.S.  1 are 
especially  recommended — and  catch  ’em  as  best  you 
can. — Jim  Pearson. 


Two  Dollars 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

truckloads  of  supplies  which  he  purchased 
for  his  experiments.  (Most  of  this  equip- 
ment consisted  of  camera  parts  and  photo- 
graphic essentials,  it  was  noted.)  The  mail 
was  passed  through  a letter  slot  to  the 
inside  of  the  house.  Thus,  Sines  was  able 
to  keep  contact  with  his  fellow  beings  at  a 
minimum.  The  few  times  he  was  seen  (when 
he  had  to  sign  for  certain  deliveries),  a pro- 
gressive deterioration  was  observed  even  by 
a normally  unobservant  truck-driver  who 
delivered  all  express  packages  for  the  rural 
community  in  which  Sines’  retreat  was  lo- 
cated. In  the  words  of  that  worthy,  “Ole’ 
Sines  jes  looked  loonier  and  loonier  every 
time  I see’d  him.” 

The  envelope  of  which  I spoke  arrived  in 
the  morning  mail  on  the  second  day  of  De- 
cember, 1949.  (The  account  of  the  events 
which  follows  is  Sines’  own;  he  told  it  to  me 
just  a week  before  he  committed  suicide.) 

“I  remember  how  cold  the  house  was 
that  morning;  the  heating  system  which 
had  been  installed  during  my  sister’s  resi- 
dence never  worked  with  sufficient  energy 
to  heat  the  huge,  barn-like  rooms.  The 
windows  were  sheathed  in  a mixture  of 
frost  and  ice,  and  my  breath  puffed  out 
before  me  as  I descended  the  stairs  and 
entered  the  elephantine  foyer. 

“The  letter  caught  my  eye,  immediately, 
and  I picked  it  up  from  the  threadbare  spot 
on  the  carpet  where  it  had  fallen  through 
the  mail  slot.  It  was  of  plain,  white  paper 
and  bore  my  name  and  address  typed  upon 
its  front.  No  sender’s  name  was  in  evidence. 
Curiously,  I ripped  it  open,  and  two  crisp, 
new  one-dollar  bills  cascaded  to  the  floor. 
Hastily,  I retrieved  them;  but  as  my  fingers 
touched  the  cold,  silky,  stiff  papers,  a shud- 
der of  terror  such  as  I had  never  known 
’til  then  coursed  through  me.  I clenched 
the  bills  in  my  right  hand  and  spun  in  one 
motion.  There  was  nothing  behind  me  but 
the  worm-eaten  room  which  opened  upon 
the  foyer.  Yet  the  fear  remained — I twisted 
the  two  notes  together  and  threw  them 
with  all  my  strength  into  the  center  of  the 
moldy  rug  which  covered  the  oak  planks  of 
the  living  room.  And  the  fear  in  me  lessened 
to  some  extent.  With  my  eyes  riveted  upon 
the  green  twists  of  paper  lying  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  room,  I edged  across  the  seem- 
ingly endless  expanse  of  rug,  dodged  around 
one  of  the  monstrous  pieces  of  Victorian 
grandeur  which  cluttered  the  place,  and 
plunged  through  the  doorway  leading  into 
my  laboratory.  The  unfinished  camera  was 
waiting.  . . . 

“The  next  morning,  I awakened  earlier 
than  usual.  I was  listening  even  before  my 
conscious  mind  took  command  of  my  sleep- 
drugged  body.  I stared  directly  upwards  at 
the  grayish  shroud  which  was  the  canopy 
of  the  ancient  bed.  I heard  nothing  but  the 
tapping  against  the  bay  window  of  the 
twigs  which  terminated  one  hoary  limb  of 
the  old  hickory  tree  outside  my  bedroom. 
No  other  sound  could  be  heard,  yet  I felt 
that  it  was  in  the  house.  I knew  it  had 
found  me.  I wanted  to  scream,  but  my 
throat  was  frozen  with  fear.  Slowly  (I 


hoped  it  wouldn’t  notice),  I slid  one  hand 
from  beneath  the  coverlet.  The  cold  of  the 
room  was  a living  thing  as  it  gripped  me. 
Struggling  now,  I wrenched  my  fingers  be- 
neath the  pillow  and  grasped  the  Colt  pistol 
nestled  there.  In  one  movement,  I snapped 
off  the  safety,  swept  blankets  and  pillow 
aside,  and  leaped  to  the  icy  floor — nothing 
moved.  My  own  sobbing  breath,  torn  from 
my  lungs  by  my  exertion,  was  the  only 
sound.  The  tapping  came  again  at  the  win- 
dow. I whirled  and  half  raised  the  gun  to 
fire,  but  it  was  only  the  tree  clawing  at  the 
pane.  I grabbed  my  dressing  gown  from  the 
base  of  the  bed,  spread  and  flung  it  about 
my  numbed  shoulders  to  ward  off  the  cruel 
cold  which  almost  paralyzed  me.  I threw 
open  the  door  and  crept  into  the  murky 
hall — nothing.  I approached  the  curving 
stair.  Step  by  groaning  step,  I descended — 
nothing.  The  foyer  was  empty.  I stood  in 
the  doorway  of  the  darkened  living  room: 
the  blackness  was  filled  with  a mounting 
horror — I had  found  it!  I backed  away,  the 
.45  in  my  right  fist  roared,  and  flame 
stabbed  into  the  pit  of  that  place.  Again 
and  again  the  heavy  gun  thundered.  A cold, 
driving  gust  hurled  me  against  the  wall. 
The  ebon  void  of  the  room  leaped  forward; 
the  last  thing  I remembered  was  the  de- 
fiant, machine-like  reverberations  of  the 
exploding  Colt. 

“Sunlight  streamed  across  my  face;  my 
eyes  smarted  and  watered  in  the  glare.  I 
was  lying  on  the  floor  of  the  foyer,  staring 
through  the  narrow  front  window  at  the 
eastern  sun.  I thought,  ‘I  will  raise  my 
head!’  Fighting  nausea  and  pain,  I did.  I 
thought,  ‘I  will  now  sit  up.’  I sat  up.  I 
thought,  ‘I  must  stand  and  face  that  room.’ 
Eventually,  I stood.  I looked  into  the  room: 
the  gun  had  worked  well.  There  were  12 
gaping  holes  scattered  impartially  over  the 


far  wall,  through  the  glass  doors  opening 
upon  the  sun-porch,  across  the  back  of  the 
antediluvian  horse-hair  sofa,  and  down  the 
mahogany  front  of  the  upright  piano  like 
pock  marks.  But,  I had  failed  to  bag  my 
quarry;  I laughed  aloud  at  my  stupidity  in 
believing  that  it  might  be  vulnerable  to 
weapons  made  by  man.  Then  I saw  that 
which  stilled  my  laughter.  Lying  in  the 
exact  center  of  the  mildewed  carpet  were 
four  new,  uncreased  one-dollar  bills.” 

The  full  significance  of  his  discovery  was 
lost  upon  Charles  Sines  at  first.  He  was 
too  frightened  and  puzzled  by  what  he 
found  there  on  the  floor  to  think  coherent- 
ly. He  told  me  how  he  had  run  from  that 
horrible  room  as  though  the  gates  of  hell 
had  opened  and  the  inhabitants  therein 
were  hard  upon  his  heels.  He  locked  him- 
self in  his  upstairs  room  and  stayed  there 
for  two  days,  half  dead  with  cold  and 
fright.  Twice,  during  that  48  hour  period, 
the  terror  had  returned.  Yet  when  he  ven- 
tured forth  upon  the  third  day,  he  found 
no  sign  of  anyone  or  anything  having 
either  entered  or  left  the  house.  The  foyer 
was  still  empty;  the  carnage  remained  in 
the  living  room,  but  this  day  there  were 
exactly  16  new  dollar  bills  in  the  center  of 
the  rug;  and  the  unfinished  camera  in  the 
laboratory  was  gone! 

Now,  he  began  to  think.  It  had  found 
him — all  right!  If  it  had  wanted  to  harm 
him,  it  had  ample  opportunity;  but  it  had 
not!  True,  the  camera  was  gone,  perhaps 
that  was  a second  warning,  the  fire  being 
the  first.  Well,  he  would  accept  the  rules; 
he  would  not  attempt  to  build  any  more 
cameras!  But,  the  money — hmm,  that  was 
a puzzle.  Obviously  it  had  arranged  that, 
too;  possibly  as  a kind  of  placebo  to  salve 
his  wounded  ego  for  not  being  allowed  to 
build  the  camera.  Yes,  that  must  be  it: 
money  (which  he  needed  so  desperately)  in 
exchange  for  the  bit  of  knowledge  he  pos- 
sessed about  it.  And,  the  possibilities — why 
at  the  rate  the  money  was  doubling,  he 
would  have  more  than  one  could  conceive 
—in  no  time  at  all — -no  time  at  all! 

Poor  Charles,  if  he  had  only  been  capable 
of  his  usual  clear  thought,  but  he  never 
would  be,  again.  His  mind  was  too  fogged 
in  a shower  of  green. 

It  kept  the  bargain!  The  next  day  there 
were  32  dollars  upon  the  rug.  The  next, 
64.  The  next,  128.  At  the  end  of  two  weeks, 
he  had  $16,384,  and  the  amount  exactly 
doubled  every  day.  Before  three  weeks  were 
gone,  Sines  had  distributed  more  than  a 
million  among  twelve  different  banks  un- 
der twelve  different  aliases.  This  was  the 
beginning  of  the  end. 

He  was  clever  about  it,  so  clever  that  a 
whole  month  passed  before  the  Treasury 
Department  arrested  him  for  seriously 
jeopardizing  the  economy  of  the  country 
by  turning  out  over  one  billion  counterfeit 
one  dollar  bills.  Three  others  were  arrested 
with  him;  they  were  men  who  had  handled 
Sines’s  business  interests  for  years.  In  fact, 
it  was  one  of  them  who  betrayed  his  em- 
ployer to  the  Treasury  agents.  He  had 
grown  suspicious  of  Mr.  Sines’  profits  in  the 
past  few  weeks,  and  hoping  to  get  out  from 
under  without  too  much  personal  damage, 
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Jest  For  Faffs 


A romantic  pair  were  in  the 
throes  of  silence  as  they  rolled 
smoothly  along  an  enchanting  wood- 
land path,  when  the  lady  broke  the 
spell : 

“John,  dear,”  she  asked  softly, 
“can  you  drive  with  one  hand?” 

“Yes,  my  sweet,”  he  cooed  in  ec- 
stasy of  anticipation. 

“Then,”  said  the  lovely  one, 
“You’d  better  wipe  your  nose,  it’s 
running.” 


The  temperance  lecturer  asked 
his  audience:  “Now  supposing  I had 
a pail  of  water  and  a pail  of  beer  on 
this  platform,  and  then  brought  on 
a donkey;  which  of  the  two  would 
he  take?” 

“He’d  take  the  water,”  came  a 
voice  from  the  gallery. 

“And  why  would  he  take  the 
water?”  asked  the  lecturer. 

“Because  he's  an  ass,”  came  the 
reply. 


A grave  digger,  absorbed  in  his 
thoughts,  dug  the  grave  so  deep  he 
couldn’t  get  out. 

Came  nightfall  and  the  evening 
chill,  his  predicament  became  more 
and  more  uncomfortable.  He 
shouted  for  help  and  at  last  at- 
tracted the  attention  of  a drunk. 


Two  Dollars 

(Continued  from  page  22) 

he  had  led  the  investigators  to  the  old 
house,  which  was  by  now  filled  from  floor 
to  roof  with  the  new,  crisp  bills. 

The  Treasury  people  hit  one  snag,  how- 
ever. Upon  checking  more  thoroughly  the 
run-away  fortune  of  Charles  Sines  (which 
for  a very  good  reason  had  stopped  doubling 
itself  daily,  at  exactly  $1,068,621,824  the 
day  Sines  was  arrested),  they  discovered 
that  there  was  not  a bogus  bill  in  the  lot. 
Each  had  been  printed  by  the  Treasury  of 
the  United  States,  and  the  serial  numbers 
were  all  recorded  quite  legally.  The  only 
way  in  which  the  economy  of  the  country 
really  suffered  was  through  a lack  of  one 
dollar  bills.  They  were  quite  rare.  Sines 
had,  as  it  were,  cornered  the  market. 

Well,  the  Treasury  let  him  go  after  de- 
ducting most  of  the  billion  for  income  taxes. 
(Sines  claimed  that  they  were  two  months 
early,  but  they  deducted  the  taxes  any- 
how.) Then  the  F.B.I.  moved  in,  and  the 
House  Un-American  Activities  Committee, 
and  the  Senate  Investigating  Committee, 
and  the  Central  Intelligence  Agency. 

They  collectively  decided  that  Charles 
Sines  was: 


“Get  me  out  of  here,”  he  shout- 
ed, “I’m  cold.” 

The  drunk  looked  into  the  grave 
and  finally  distinguished  the  form 
of  the  uncomfortable  grave  digger. 

“No  wonder  you’re  cold,”  he 
said,  “You  haven’t  got  any  dirt  on 
you.” 


Johnny  (six  years  old):  “Daddy, 
the  little  girl  across  the  street  and 
I are  going  to  get  married.” 

Daddy:  “That’s  quite  a step  to 
take,  son.  What  are  you  going  to 
use  for  money?” 

Johnny:  “Her  Daddy  built  her  a 
play  house.  We’re  going  to  live  in 
that.” 

Daddy:  “Well,  that’s  taking  care 
of  the  housing  problem,  but  what 
about  children?  Have  you  thought 
about  that?” 

Johnny:  “Yes,  her  and  I have 
talked  it  over.  If  she  lays  any  eggs 
we’re  going  to  step  on  ’em.” 


A husband  and  wife  were  asleep. 
About  3 a.m.  the  wife  dreamed  of 
secretly  meeting  another  man.  Then 
she  dreamed  she  saw  her  husband 
coming.  In  her  sleep  she  shrieked, 
“Heaven!  My  Husband?”  Her  hus- 
band waking  suddenly,  leaped  out 
of  the  window. 


1.  A communist. 

2.  A traitor  to  his  country. 

3.  A perjurer  (he  tried  to  tell  them  where 
he  got  the  money). 

4.  And  mad. 

Discovering  the  last,  they  suspended  sen- 
tence upon  the  three  preceding  convictions 
pending  his  recovery,  and  had  him  com- 
mitted to  a very  famous  and  expensive 
sanatorium. 

The  three  underlings  were  excused  as 
mere  dupes  of  a mad,  traitorous  genius. 

Inasmuch  as  I am  the  resident  psychi- 
atrist who  was  responsible  for  Charles 
Sines,  I have  penned  the  above  account  as 
a warning  to  those  who  did  not  know  this 
man  as  intimately  as  I. 

I think  it  is  now  after  me;  I know  too 
much,  you  see! 

I received  a plain,  white  envelope  through 
the  post  today.  My  name  and  address  were 
typed  upon  the  front.  There  was  no  return 
address. 

There  is  something  inside;  it  crackles  as 
though  it  were  crisp,  and  new. 

I am  afraid  to  open  it. 

— S.  L.  Whitehead 


CAMPUS 
PERSONALITIES 
No.  TWO 


Isabel  Morbidhed 


VERSATILITY  and 
CHARM 


ISABEL  MORBIDHED,  agricul- 
ture major  from  Cumbersome, 
Md.,  is  one  of  the  most  versatile 
students  on  our  campus.  Isabel 
tells  us  that  after  graduation  she 
plans  to  devote  her  life  to  the  de- 
velopment of  watercress  and  the 
cross-breeding  of  lizards.  But 
don’t  let  her  noble  ambitions  fool 
you.  She’s  active  on  campus  and 
a lot  of  fun.  She  plays  the  stone 
xylophone  unusually  well.  Her 
hobby,  quite  a novel  one,  is  the 
tanning  and  mounting  of  octopus 
skins  which  her  grandmother  sends 
her  from  Mississippi.  We  can 
think  of  only  one  word  worthy  of 
describing  such  a campus  active — 
hambletonian. 
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Yale  Record 


’’All  right  wise  guys,  who’s  got  the  liver!” 


“Scram  the  hell  off  my  beat  ” 
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Feed  Race 

(Continued  from  page  14) 

suckers,  like  most  of  the  guys  I went  to 
school  with.  You  gotta  be  smart.  Do  you 
think  I’d  go  out  to  the  track  every  day  to 
play  and  learn  at  the  same  time?  Not  me. 
I learned  the  real  careful  way.  First  I asted 
my  boss,  who  I knew  was  playin’  the  ponies 
up  at  Cordon’s  pool  room.  They  got  a 
bookie  up  there.  I just  didn’t  ast  him  what 
horses  he  played,  I asted  how  he  picked 
’em.  Well,  he  didn’t  seem  to  be  so  sure,  but 
he  let  somethin’  slip  about  a very  interest- 
ing paper  called  the  Daily  Racing  Form. 
Most  people  think  the  form  will  tell  them 
what  the  best  horse  is  that  is  runnin’  at  the 
track  on  a certain  day  . . . ; sure,  you  can 
tell  the  dogs  from  the  chalk  horses  in  the 
form,  but  that  still  don’t  tell  you  who’ll  win 
a race.  Even  the  touts  can  tell  you  a good 
horse  from  a bad  one,  but  only  a few  touts 
can  tell  you  a good  horse  that’ll  win  the 
race.  Do  you  think  they  get  the  dope  from 
the  form  only?  Well,  they  don’t.  They  know 
somethin’  about  how  the  race  is  gonna  be 
run.  But  the  touts  don’t  hand  out  the  dope 
for  nothin’,  so  if  you  wanta  make  out,  you 
gotta  work  out  your  own  system,  and  that’s 
what  the  form  is  good  for.  You  hafta  be  a 
smart  cookie  to  do  it,  too. 

You  need  patience  if  your  figgerin’  out 
somethin’  like  how  to  beat  the  ponies.  I 
never  played  no  money  on  the  ponies  the 
whole  two  years  I was  figgerin’  out  my  sys- 
tem. But  for  the  last  six  months  I worked 
on  it,  I tried  out  the  system  by  keepin’  a 
record  of  bets  I would’ve  made  for  all  the 
races  I picked.  I woulda  made  over  one 
thousand  bucks  if  I’d  a bet  the  dough  at 
the  track.  That  ain’t  bad  for  a guy  maltin' 
only  $27.50  a week.  But  I’m  too  smart  to 
think  I could  go  right  out  to  the  track  and 
clean  up.  The  whole  thing  was  to  show  that 
my  system  was  good,  and  damned  if  I 
wouldn’t  make  a killin’  if  it  was.  Then  I’d 
spit  at  those  guys  Who  thought  they  was 
so  much  smarter’n  me. 

I ain’t  dumb  enough  to  tell  you  just  how 
my  system  works,  but  I’ll  let  you  in  on 
some  of  it.  First  of  all,  you  gotta  throw 
out  the  big  feature  races.  Then  find  out 
just  what  the  gimmick  is  for  the  tracks  in 
different  places  that  makes  it  a sure  thing 
for  the  horse  to  win  a certain  race.  By 
checkin’  for  nearly  two  years  I saw  the 
tracks  have  what  they  call  “feed  races”— 
for  horses  that  ain’t  won  a race  durin’  a 
meet.  Just  before  a horse  is  sent  to  some 
other  track,  the  officials  let  the  owner  drop 
him  down  a couple  of  notches  in  class.  You 
can  tell  a horse’s  class  by  the  past  races 
shown  in  the  racin’  form.  If  a horse  has 
been  runnin’  in  stake  races,  he  must  be 
high  class;  if  he’s  been  in  $5,000  to  $12,000 
claimin’  races,  he’s  still  in  a good  class. 
Horses  in  claimin’  races  less  than  $2,000 
ain’t  much,  and  so  on.  These  classes  drop 
about  $1,000  a crack,  so  it  ain’t  hard  to  see 
when  a horse  is  bein’  dropped. 

Next,  you  gotta  find  out  what  the  “win 
cycle”  is  for  the  track  you  wantta  play.  At 
some,  if  the  horse  came  in  2nd  by  a nose, 
a head,  or  a neck,  within  six  races  back, 
he  is  bein’  set  for  the  feed  race.  In  some 


places,  the  deal  is  different,  and  he  hadda 
be  2nd  in  the  4th  or  6th  race.  Then  you 
hafta  be  sure  your  horse  is  in  the  best 
length  race  for  winnin’.  You  gotta  know 
his  post  position,  how  he  runs.  Is  he  a front 
runner  or  a stretch  runner?  You  gotta 
know  how  he  likes  mud,  fast  tracks,  mile 
tracks,  half-mile  tracks,  who  his  trainer  is, 
what  boy  is  gonna  ride,  and  all  that  stuff. 
You  can  see  that  there  is  plenty  to  do  if 
you  wanta  make  a killin’  at  the  track.  But 
I’ll  bet  you  haven’t  noticed  the  most  im- 
portant thing  at  all;  if  your  horse  is  all  set 
to  win,  the  men  who  run  the  track  must 
know  it  too.  So  the  races  must  be  set  up 
crooked  in  order  for  one  horse  out  of  maybe 
ten  to  be  sure  to  win.  Feed  races  is  nothin’ 
but  workouts  for  the  rest  of  the  field. 

If  the  track’ll  let  a horse  win  a race  to 
help  the  owner  pay  his  feed  bill,  then  it’ll 
let  a horse  win  the  same  way  to  make  some 
dough  for  the  boys  at  the  track.  They  can’t 
do  that  very  often,  so  you  hafta  be  sharp 
in  order  to  cash  in  on  the  system.  Only 
once  or  twice  during  a meet  is  there  a horse 
that  seems  to  fit  the  system  perfect,  and 
when  you  see  one  that  does,  you  should 
check  your  figgers  over  and  see  what  else 
you  can  find  out  about  the  deal. 

I spotted  one  of  them  perfect  deals  four 
days  ago  at  the  Fair  Grounds  in  Detroit. 
The  cycle  for  the  track  is  for  six  races  back, 
and  he  fit  even  to  bein’  in  the  seventh  race, 
and  post  position  eleven.  I knew  I had  found 
somethin’,  but  the  catch  was  that  the  horse 
ain’t  no  good  on  a heavy  track,  and  I knew 
it’d  rained  hard  all  morning  in  Detroit. 
When  the  horse  was  a late  scratch,  I knew 
I had  hit  on  somethin’  good.  Here  was  my 
chance  to  make  the  killin’  I had  planned 
for. 

I asted  my  boss  for  a few  days  off  during 
the  week,  and  told  him  I was  going  to  see 

(Continued  on  page  26) 
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some  friends  in  Detroit.  He  let  me  off  easy, 
’cause  I been  steady  at  work  for  over  a 
year.  I got  to  figgerin’  I would  draw  all  my 
$465  iouta  the  bank  and  go  right  down  to 
the  track  and  see  my  horse  come  in.  It 
looked  like  he’d  pay  a good  price,  ’cause  he 
was  at  about  10  to  1 the  day  he  was 
scratched. 

After  all  my  figgerin’  for  two  years,  I 
wasn’t  about  to  mess  up  my  deal,  so  I asted 
the  bookie  up  at  Cordon’s  if  he  knew  any 
good  books  in  Detroit.  He  told  me  about  one 
way  out  on  Woodward  Avenue  who  was 
okay.  I didn’t  say  nothin’  else  to  him. 

In  case  you  wonder  why  I didn’t  book  my 
bet  at  Cordon’s,  I didn’t  want  to  make  no 
one  suspicious.  They  knew  I got  the  form 
every  day,  but  I never  placed  no  bets  there. 
I figgered  to  lay  my  bet  at  this  big  book 
as  close  before  the  race  as  I could.  They 
was  always  takin’  big  bets  and  wouldn’t 
notice.  If  the  boys  at  the  track  was  smart, 
they’d  have  a buddy  book  the  heavy  bets 
outa  town.  That  way  the  bookies  wouldn’t 
get  wise  and  send  a stooge  out  to  the  track 
and  bet  the  odds  down  with  a big  chunk  of 
dough. 

When  the  Form  came  out  this  morning, 
there  was  my  meal-ticket,  Axelson,  right 
in  the  seventh,  and  post  position  eleven.  I 
felt  kinda  good,  but  since  I ain’t  the  excit- 
able type,  I just  walked  right  down  to  the 
station  and  got  me  a ticket  for  Detroit. 
Durin’  the  ride  down,  I was  wonderin’  if 
maybe  I better  split  my  bit — put  some  on 
him  for  place  or  show — but  I said  to  myself 
- — hell,  I got  a good  thing,  why  not  really 
cash  in  on  it.  So,  when  I got  into  the  city 
I ate  a good  meal — pork  and  beans  and  a 
bottle  of  beer — and  caught  a car  out  to  the 
bookies.  It  was  near  3:00,  and  the  seventh 
race  went  off  at  about  4:30,  so  I just  walked 
in  real  important  like  and  put  down  450 
bucks  straight  on  number  eleven  in  the 
seventh  race.  The  book  didn’t  even  bat  his 
eye.  That  made  me  feel  good.  These  guys 
can’t  back  outa  payin’  if  they  want  to  stay 
in  business,  even  if  they  go  broke  a couple 
of  times.  It  figgered  like  money  in  the 
bank,  at  about  1,000%  interest. 

Well,  out  to  the  track  I go,  and  I got 
there  just  after  the  sixth  race.  That’s  the 
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speaker.  The  crowd  yelled  like  mad  as  the 
horses  broke.  I watched  Axelson  break  neat 
and  stay  at  the  outside.  His  boy  wasn’t 
takin’  any  chances  on  gettin’  him  bumped 
or  caught  in  the  pack.  He  didn’t  get  no  call 
at  the  first  turn,  but  that  was  good.  In  the 
backstretch  he  got  ,a  call,  about  six  lengths 
back  on  the  outside.  At  the  next  turn  he 
got  a call,  cornin’  up  strong  on  the  outside, 
in  third  place.  I started  countin’  up  that 
money  again.  Cornin’  round  the  turn  into 
the  stretch  he  was  in  front  by  a length. 
Boy — after  two  years  I clean  up  about 
6,000  bucks  in  one  day;  that  ain’t  so  dumb. 

I watched  him  come  flyin’  down  the 
stretch,  tail  and  mane  flyin’  in  the  wind, 
and  the  boy  givin’  him  a couple  of  taps  now 
and  then.  He  passed  me — all  in  a lather, 
with  his  head  stretched  out  and  about  six 
lengths  in  front.  He  was  pullin’  ahead  and 
couldn’t  lose.  The  crowd  was  cheerin’  and 
yellin’  like  would  split  the  timbers  in  the 
stands.  They  was  cheerin’  for  me,  but  the 
suckers  didn’t  know  it.  Some  dame  got  in 
my  way  so  I couldn’t  see  the  finish,  but  I 
didn’t  give  a damn. 

Then  a roar  went  up  from  the  stands.  I 
guessed  it  wasn’t  every  day  they  saw  a 15 
to  1 shot  take  a race  from  a bunch  of  classy 
ponies.  People  was  runnin’  down  to  the  rail. 
Let  ’em  run.  More  started  to  run,  and  I 
heard  some  guy  yell,  “What  happened?”  I 
yelled  back  that  I had  made  a killin’,  but 
he  didn’t  pay  no  attention.  — Then  the 
speaker  said,  “Kindly  keep  off  the  track, 
and  clear  the  rail.  I repeat,  the  fans  will 
clear  the  track,  please.”  Now  what  the  hell 
happened,  I thought,  and  I started  to  run 
too. 

I grabbed  the  first  guy  I could  make  lis- 
ten at  the  edge  of  the  crowd  near  the  rail 
and  asted  him  what  was  up.  He  said  some 
dog  had  dropped  dead  in  the  stretch — that’s 
all. 

Yeah,  that’s  all.  I guess  I don’t  need  to  say 
no  more.  I always  get  the  bum  breaks. 
There  ain’t  no  guy  livin’  that  ever  got  it 
worse  than  I got  it  today.  I figger  some 
bookie  got  wind  of  the  deal  ait  the  last 
minute,  and  paid  a stable  boy  to  slip  Axel- 
son enough  goff-balls  to  make  sure  he  never 
got  to  the  wire.  The  worst  part  is  they’ll 
change  the  system,  and  I won’t  be  able  to 
show  them  guys  up  home  how  smart  I am. 
— Herb  Byrne 


“You  know,  it’s  great  going  out  with  a girl  that’s  different.” 


feature,  so  I didn’t  even  care  who  won — - 
they’re  usually  honest.  I paid  my  buck 
eighty  to  get  in  the  stands  and  took  a look 
at  the  tote  board.  There  was  twelve  in  the 
race,  and  it  looked  like  either  Flying  Nun 
or  Omitted  would  be  the  chalk  horses.  They 
was  at  9 to  2 and  3 to  1 on  the  board. 
Axelson  was  at  9 to  1,  but  it  would  change 
before  post  time.  I walked  back  to  the  sell- 
ers windows  and  got  a big  chuckle  out  of 
watchin’  the  suckers  shovin’  and  pushin’  to 
put  their  two  bucks  or  five  bucks  on  some 
nags  who  didn’t  have  a chance. 

A couple  of  double  shots  helped  kill  the 
time  before  the  horses  got  on  the  track.  I 
wasn’t  shaky  or  nothin’,  just  wanted  a lit- 
tle somethin’  to  brace  me.  It  ain’t  every  day 
a man  can  count  on  turnin’  450  bucks  into 
near  6,000  or  so. 

Then  I heard  the  speaker  say — “the 
horses  are  on  the  track.  They  will  be  at  the 
starting  gate  in  approximately  seven  min- 
utes.’’^ — I bought  another  double  shot  and 
started  for  the  rail  at  the  head  of  the 
stretch. 

The  race  was  a mile  and  an  eighth,  so  the 
gate  was  just  down  to  my  left.  I watched 
the  horses  go  by;  the  favorite,  Omitted, 
was  a nice  light  chestnut  gelding — too  bad 
he  was  just  out  there  for  the  exercise.  Then 
Axelson  came  by.  He  was  a black  horse, 
and  not  too  big.  Looked  to  me  like  he  was 
a better  sprinter  than  distance  horse — but 
that  didn’t  make  no  difference.  He  was  just 
supposed  to  win,  not  set  no  new  records. 
The  boy  up  on  him  looked  like  he  knew  his 
stuff,  but  be  was  havin’  some  trouble  keep- 
in’  the  horse  quiet.  Maybe  the  horse  was 
keyed  up  for  the  race;  he  shoulda  been  if  he 
knew  my  450  bucks  was  on  him. 

“They’re  at  the  post”  came  out  of  the 
speaker.  The  stands  went  still  as  they  tried 
to  line  the  horses  up  in  'the  gate.  I was  a 
little  jumpy  by  then,  but  it  just  made  me 
feel  better  with  those  six  shots  in  my  belly. 
...  I looked  down  at  the  tote  board  to  see 
how  much  I was  makin’.  It  was  better  than 
I’d  figgered.  He  was  goin’  off  at  14  to  1. 

While  I was  tryin’  to  figger  out  just  how 
much  I had,  “They’re  off!”  came  out  of  the 
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Jest  For  Kicks 


The  other  day  one  of  the  fellows 
in  this  house  received  a letter  that 
went  something  like  this: 

Dear  Mr.  Morchower, 

I am  engaged  and  I have  re- 
cently discovered  that  you  were  out 
necking  with  my  girl  the  other 
night. 

If  you  will  drop  down  to  my 
fraternity  house  tomorrow  at  11:00 
p.m.,  I would  like  to  discuss  this 
matter  with  you. 

Robert  J.  Smith 

Immediately  the  answer  came 
back: 

Dear  Mr.  Smith, 

I have  received  your  circular 
form  letter,  and  I will  be  glad  to 
attend  your  meeting  tomorrow. 

T.  V.  Morchower 


The  lumber  camp  foreman  put  a 
newly  hired  country  boy  to  work 
stacking  wood  beside  the  whizzing 
circular  saw.  As  he  started  to  walk 
away,  he  heard  an  “Ouch!”  and 
turned  to  see  the  country  boy  look- 
ing puzzledly  at  a stump  of  a finger. 
Rushing  back,  he  asked  what  hap- 
pened. 

“I  dunno,”  said  the  boy,  “I  stuck 
my  hand  out  like  this  and  well,  I’ll 
be  damned,  there  goes  another 
one!” 


He  returned  to  his  office  building 
after  hours  to  pick  up  some  forgot- 
ten papers  and  found  the  single 
elevator  man  on  night  duty  deeply 
engrossed  in  20-odd  pounds  of 


Webster’s  Unabridged.  “What’re 
you  looking  up?”  he  asked  the  man. 
“Nuttin’.” 

“Nothing?” 

“Nope.  Readin’.  I’m  to  ‘RA’  now. 
Ain’t  gonna  be  runnin’  a elevator 
all  m’life.” 


The  new  mother  of  triplets,  was 
gushing,  “And  just  think,  it  only 
happens  once  in  185,875  times!” 
“That’s  pretty  wonderful,”  agreed 
her  friend,  “but  I don’t  see  how  you 
find  time  for  housework.” 

The  little  Moron’s  watch  had 
stopped  ticking,  and  he  tried  to  find 
the  trouble.  Finally  he  took  the 
back  off  it,  went  into  the  works,  and 
found  a dead  bug.  “No  wonder  it 
doesn’t  work,”  he  said,  “the  engi- 
neer’s dead.” 


It  was  not  a fast  lecture, 
It  was  not  a slow  lecture, 
But  a half-fast  lecture. 

The  moon  was  yellow, 
The  lane  was  bright; 

She  turned  to  me 
In  the  winter  night 
And  gave  a hint 
With  every  glance 
That  what  she  craved 
Was  real  romance. 

I stammered,  stuttered, 
And  time  went  by; 

The  moon  was  yellow, 

. . . And  so  was  I. 


CAMPUS 
PERSONALITIES 
No.  THREE 


BEAUTY  with  BRAINS 


SHE'S  EDITH  Eaglebeak,  sopho- 
more from  Watertank,  Wise.  With 
her  many  activities  Edith  can 
boast  a 4.  average  to  go  with  her 
charming  appearance.  Although 
she's  majoring  in  modern  dance, 
Edith  hopes  to  raise  sheep  in 
northern  Alberta  after  graduating. 
Her  hobby  — making  unusually 
charming  bracelets  by  stringing 
dead  lady  bugs  on  strands  of  buf- 
falo hair.  She's  active  on  campus, 
being  a pledge  of  I.S.A.,  treasurer 
of  the  university  soccer  club  and 
editor  of  the  ROTC  drill  manual. 
But  never  a spare  moment  for  this 
gal.  She  has  a part  time  job  off- 
campus,  digging  potato  cellars  for 
the  C.  P.  Construction  Co. 
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Jest  the  End 


FROM  PRAVDA: 

A great  Russian  scientist  has  just 
refuted  all  previous  theories  re- 
garding the  hearing  of  fleas. 

Recently,  before  a distinguished 
audience,  he  placed  a flea  in  his 
right  hand  and  ordered  it  to  hop  to 
his  left.  It  did  this  several  times. 
Then  he  pulled  off  the  flea’s  legs  and 
again  ordered  it  to  hop.  It  did  not 
move. 

“This  proves,”  said  the  Russian 
scientist,  “that  a flea  becomes  deaf 
when  its  legs  are  removed.” 


An  asylum  patient  who  had  been 
certified  cured  was  saying  goodbye 
to  the  director  of  the  institution. 
“And  what  are  you  going  to  do 
when  you  go  out  into  the  world?” 
asked  the  director. 

“Well,”  said  the  patient,  “I  have 
to  pass  my  bar  examination  so  I 
may  practice  law.  I have  also  had 
quite  a bit  of  experience  in  college 
dramatics,  so  I might  try  acting.” 
He  paused  for  a minute,  deep  in 
thought.  “Then  on  the  other  hand,” 
he  continued,  “I  may  be  a teakettle.” 


The  little  bundle  of  pink  flesh 
squirmed  as  the  adoring  mother 
laid  it  on  a soft,  downy  blanket. 
Laughingly,  the  woman  leaned  over 
her  young  one’s  chubby  feet. 

“This  little  piggy  went  to  market, 

“And  this  little  piggy  stayed  at 
home. 

“This  little  piggy  had  roast  beef, 

“And . . .” 

“Get  the  hell  away,  will  you,” 
snarled  the  baby,  “that  tickles.” 


What  did  Mark  Antony  say  to 
Cleopatra  when  he  found  that  she 
had  no  bathrooms  in  her  palace? 

Answer:  “Why,  Cleo,  this  is  un- 
canny.” 


msronv  zEimmtJ} 

WHAT  PAUL  REVERE  REALLY  SAID 


Hurry  up,  everybody!  A shipment  of 
Life  Savers  just  arrived! 


FREE!  A box  of  LIFE  SAVERS 

for  the  best  wisecrack  ! 


What  is  the  best  joke  that  you  heard  on  the  campus  this  week? 

For  the  best  line  .submitted  to  the  editor  each  month  by  one  of  the 
students,  there  will  be  a free  award  of  an  attractive  cellophane- 
wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver  flavors. 


Last  Issue's  Winner  and  Gag — Mabelle  Beck,  Maggie  B. 

A man  had  two  dogs.  One  was  named  Carpenter,  the 
other  was  named  Stock  Exchange.  The  first  one  did  little 
odd  jobs  around  the  house;  the  other  one  did  all  his  busi- 
ness on  the  curb. 


- NEW  LINE  - 

REAL  PROSPERITY 

THE  FOLLOWING  is  a letter  of  a Tennessee  Moun- 
tain Mother  to  her  son  in  the  service. 

Dear  son, 

Your  Pa  has  a good  job  now.  The  first  he  had  in  48 
years.  We  are  a lot  better  off  than  we  was.  Your  Pa 
gets  $12.95  every  Thursday  so  we  thought  we  would 
do  a little  fixing  up.  We  sent  to  Monkey  Wards  for 
one  of  those  tangled  things  they  call  a bathroom,  you 
hear  of  them  in  some  city  homes.  A man  by  the  name 
of  plumber  puts  it  in  place.  On  one  side  of  the  room 
there  is  a thing  like  the  pigs  drink  out  of,  but  we  get 
in  it  and  wash  all  over.  On  the  other  side  of  the  room 
is  a little  white  thing  called  a sink.  This  is  for  light 
washing,  such  as  your  hands  and  face,  but  in  the  other 
corner,  well  now,  son  I'll  tell  you.  We  have  something 
there  'tis  like  a little  contraption  and  is  fixed  so  you 
can  put  one  foot  in  and  wash  it  clean,  then  pull  a little 
chain  and  you  get  clean  water  to  wash  the  other  foot 
with.  Two  little  lids  came  with  the  darn  thing  and  we 
ain't  found  no  use  for  them  in  the  bathroom,  so  I am 
using  the  one  for  a bread  board.  The  other  one  had 
a round  hole  in  the  middle  so  I framed  Gran'pappy's 
picture  with  that.  They  also  sent  us  a “big  free"  roll 
of  writing  paper,  too. 

Love, 

Your  Mom 
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What  Mnrvlaiul  Wauls  fur  Christmas:  I 


. . . a 

Campus 

Playhouse 


Here  is  what  the  Coliseum 
looks  like  now.  Someday  it’s 
scheduled  to  be  Maryland’s 
new  theatre. 


Dear  Santa,  Make  this  pipe  dream 
come  true  - - - huh? 


by 

Mary 

Lakeman 


THERE  ARE  A GOOD  many  things 
we’d  like  to  ask  for,  0 venerable  and 
beneficent  Spirit.  We  know  about  the 
Library,  the  parking  lots,  the  Tem- 
porary Dorms,  the  Student  Union, 
and  all  that.  But  high  on  the  list  we’d 
place  a new  theatre,  and  we’d  like  to 
get  our  bid  in  early  for  ’51  considera- 
tion of  this  equally  important  need. 

It  doesn’t  seem  too  wild  a dream. 
Even  though  the  Department  of 
Speech  and  Dramatic  Art  may  not 
wake  Christmas  morning  to  find  the 
real  thing  in  the  proverbial  stocking, 
at  least  let  there  be  something  as 
tangible  as  blueprints. 

The  pipe  dream  is  a lovely  vice,  and 
this  could  be  especially  pleasant  if 


there  were  some  degree  of  certainty 
or  practicability  to  lend  zest  to  more 
ethereal  contemplation.  We  have 
overhead  the  good  Doctors  talking 
about  something  better  than  a con- 
verted Ag  auditorium  to  house  U.  T. 
productions. 

We  like  to  think  that  the  never- 
never  land  of  “someday”  is  not  too 
far  off,  and  that  the  dream  will  be 
realized.  We  realize  that  it  all  hinges 
on  the  construction  of  the  new  Field 
House  and  the  allocation  of  funds  for 
the  complete  remodelling  of  the  pres- 
ent Coliseum.  At  this  writing  there  is 
no  sign  of  a new  Field  House,  but  we 
can  dream  can’t  we? 

(Continued  on  page  30) 
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NEW  LINE  

Don't  Draw  the  Shade 

The  educational  world  waited 
with  bated  breath  while  the  di- 
rectors of  Harvard  University 
met.  A new  policy  was  being 
set.  Tradition  was  being  re- 
versed. The  directors  heard  the 
arguments  of  the  brush  and 
palette  union,  the  N.S.A.,  and 
the  W.C.T.U.  At  last  came  the 
announcement  that  stunned  the 
art  world.  Harvard  would  per- 
mit its  art  students  to  paint  from 
nude  models! 

Not  to  be  outdone,  the  Uni- 
versity of  Maryland  followed 
suit.  Art  courses  are  becoming 
so  popular  here  that  the  authori- 
ties are  thinking  of  compelling 
the  presence  of  chaperones  in 
the  classroom. 


YOUR  Roommate? 

Who  borrows  all  your  ready  cash 
— Your  roommate 

Whose  talk  is  senseless  balderash 
— Your  roommate 

Who  borrows  all  your  notes  and 
maps? 

And  books,  to  give  them  back — 
perhaps? 

Who  gets  in  the  worstest 
scraps?  Your  roommate. 

Who  clutters  up  your  bed  with 
clothes? 

Who  never  looks  before  he 
throws? — Your  roommate 

Who  keeps  you  wide  awake  at 
night? 

Who  never  sets  the  alarm  just 
right? 

Who  ought  to  fly  a kite? — Your 
roommate 

Who  always  on  your  bedside 
camps? 

Who  borrows  all  your  postage 
stamps? 

Who  breaks  the  furniture  and 
the  lamps — Your  roommate 

But  who's  a constant  pal  to  you? 

Who  overlooks  the  things  you 
do? 

Who  knows  and  loves  you 
through  and  through? 

YOUR  MOTHER 


Playhouse 

(Continued  from  page  29) 


Of  flying  space,  i.e.  an  eighty  foot 
ceiling  above  the  stage  where  scenery 
is  hoisted  when  not  in  use;  of  honest- 
to-God  wings  instead  of  the  five  square 
feet  of  space  on  either  side  of  a stage 
that  is  little  more  than  a run-way;  of 
a shop  with  adequate  space  for  stor- 
age and  construction  instead  of  the 
cellar  which  doubles  in  brass  as  studio, 
scene  and  paint  shop;  of  seating  ca- 
pacity sufficient  to  accommodate  all 
students  at  all  productions  instead  of 
the  present  situation  which  allows  y± 
of  the  student  body  to  attend. 

Of  dressing  rooms,  instead  of  the 
present  single  screen,  which  while  in- 
ducive  to  a delightfully  unbuttoned 
informality,  is,  to  put  it  mildly,  unsat- 
isfactory: 

Of  all  the  intellectual  and  cultural 
benefits  to  be  gotten  from  having  a 
campus  theatre  . . . the  concerts,  the 
dance  recitals,  the  musicals,  not  to 
speak  of  the  plays,  et  cetera,  et  cetera. 

We  don’t  think  it’s  asking  too  much, 
honest. — Mary  Lakeman. 


Third  Grader:  “Teacher,  kin  I 
leave  the  room?” 

Teacher:  “No,  Bobby,  you  stay 
right  here  and  fill  the  inkwells.” 


There  is  some  cooperation  be- 
tween wild  creatures.  The  stork  and 
the  wolf  usually  work  the  same 
neighborhood. 


. . mine’s  in  the  wash.” 


What  Maryland  Wan 


IEW 


STIDEXT  UNION 
SURVEY 

1.  Do  you  have  a Student  Union? 

- — Yes,  we  do.  We  cut  ice  blocks  from 
the  thousand  frozen  six-foot  deep 
puddles  we  have  around  campus  and 
built  the  union  with  our  own  little 
hands  last  year.  It  hasn’t  thawed 
yet. 

2.  W hat  fuel  do  you  use? — Paper, 
bud,  paper.  The  boiler  room  is  the 
real  center  of  activity.  Here  glow 
three  glass-front  furnaces  — one  for 
cremating  deans’  slips,  one  for  de- 
stroying parking  tickets,  and  one  for 
incinerating  that  clever  little  roll  book 
that  the  girls’  dorms  use  to  sign  in 
and  out.  What  a joy  to  behold  as  we 
relax,  and  sip  a tall,  tasty  glass  of  old 
fashioned  beer — root,  that  is. 

3.  W hat  are  some  of  the  essential 
services  included  in  the  Union? — 

There’s  a beautiful  black  and  gold 
cafeteria  where  students  aren’t  cut  off 
after  the  first  half  pint  of  milk;  a post 
office  that  tears  up  all  incoming  mail 
bearing  the  tricky  salutation  “Greet- 
ings” ; a pool  room  for  students  who 
like  to  spend  their  time  constructive- 
ly; and  a large  diesel  pump  to  keep 
the  cellar  dry  when  a heavy  dew 
descends  on  the  campus. 

4.  What  sleeping  quarters  do 
you  provide?  — Guest  rooms  have 
hot  and  cold  running  electric  lights 
and  roaches  the  size  of  mice  to  battle 
the  rats  that  infest  the  place  at  night. 
Linens  are  changed  every  six  months. 
Small  potato  crops  are  planted  in  dust 
on  dresser  tops.  Whoever  happens  to 
be  occupying  the  room  at  harvest 
time  may  have  all  the  spuds,  provided 
he  gives  96.2%  to  the  cafeteria  and 
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! for  Christ  mas:  II 


DENT  UNION 


by  Lorraine  Jorgensen 


ALTHOUGH  THE  PROPOSED  STUDENT  Union  is  still  in  the  aren't-the- 
blueprints-pretty  stage,  the  day  will  come  when  all  the  idle  dreams  and  wistful 
planning  will  actually  take  root  and  grow — in  a manner  of  speaking,  of  course. 
Then  the  students  will  no  longer  trudge  wearily  from  room  to  room,  but  will  be 
carried  forward  with  the  tantalizing  aspiration  of  shooting  pool  or  knitting  socks 
or  making  whoopee  in  the  comfort  and  confusion  of  that  spacious  God-send  which 
we  understand  the  Student  Union  building  will  be. 

The  activities  as  we  would  most  enjoy  them  appear  in  the  illustration  below. 
Because  of  certain  circumstances  beyond  the  jurisdiction  of  the  student  body, 
we  doubt  that  things  will  develop  in  exactly  that  fashion  our  artist  depicts.  The 
following  queries  were  posed  by  a school  in  similar  straits  and  hopefully  answered 
by  Maryland  student  soothsayers. 


not  to  mention  the  thriving  business 
in  wild  regimental  ties  and  screaming 
plaid  vests.  And  then  there’s  the 
profit  we  make  on  our  patented  cigar- 
ettes with  a small  dab  of  chewing 
gum  on  one  side  for  the  convenience 
of  boys  who  like  to  store  their  tobacco 
behind  their  ears — •! 

7.  What  restrictions  are  neces- 
sary for  best  results  in  running  the 
building? — 1.  No  smoking  of  opium, 
marihuana,  or  heroin  — too  many 
nasty  brown  stains  in  the  ash  trays. 

2.  No  playing  of  Russian  roulette 
except  in  rooms  with  linoleum  floors 
that  can  be  easily  cleaned. 

3.  Knives,  razors,  firearms,  and 
brass  knuckles  must  be  left  at  the 
door  unless  the  owner  puts  up  an 
argument  and  is  bigger  than  the  boy 
who  checks  them. 

8.  Additional  comments — To  add 

a modern  touch  you  might  adopt  a 
clever  device  we  have  that  turns  out 
A themes  while  you  wait,  and  another 
that  makes  millions  of  that  nucleus  of 
college  life,  the  nickle,  to  supplement 
the  real  thing  that’s  never  around 
when  it’s  needed  most.  Here’s  hoping 
plans  for  construction  go  as  smoothly 
and  meet  as  few  difficulties  as  Mary- 
land’s did. — Lorraine  Jorgensen. 


leaves  3.8%  to  the  maid  for  tilling  the 
soil. 

5.  What  additions  have  been 
made? — We  have  a Union  Zoo  to  dis- 
play all  those  members  of  society 
who,  for  one  reason  or  another,  have 
gone  astray.  On  one  side  of  the  hall 
the  heartless  university  cops,  the 
tight-lipped  dorm  mothers,  and  the 
victim-of-circumstance  hall  proctors 
peer  from  behind  heavy  bars,  while 


across  the  way  all  monotone  profes- 
sors (Gad,  what  a crowd!),  unsym- 
pathetic English  teachers,  and  those 
curiosities  with  a three  point  or  bet- 
ter average  glare  from  their  cages. 

6.  Is  your  building  self  support- 

Most  definitely.  Think  of  the 


If 

you’re 
in  need  of 
shoe  repair  visit 
the  ICiverdale  Shoe 
Repair  Shop  loeated  at 
<»241  Raliimore  Avenue, 
it 
is 

the  hest. 
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Coming  Attractions 

A summary  of  the  social  and 
sports  events  at  College  Park 
from  now  until  the  next  issue  of 
the  OLD  LINE. 

SOCIAL 

January 

Baltimore  Symphony  - - - 9 

Charter  Day,  Alumni  Banquet  20 
First  Semester  Examinations  24 

February 


Interfraternity  Council  Dance  - 8 

Registration,  Second  Semester  6-9 
Washington’s  Birthday, 

Holiday 22 

SPORTS 

January 

Basketball:  North  Carolina  - 2 

Basketball:  Duke 4 

Basketball:  Richmond  - - - 6 

Basketball:  Navy 10 

Boxing:  Marine  Corps  School  - 10 

Basketball:  Georgetown  - - 13 

Basketball:  V.P.I.  - - - - 15 

Basketball:  Richmond  - - - 17 

Boxing:  Quantico  Marines  - 19 

Basketball:  North  Carolina  - 20 

February 

Basketball:  Davidson  - - - 1 

Basketball:  South  Carolina  - 2 

Basketball:  Clemson  - - - - 3 

Boxing:  L.S.U. 3 

Basketball:  Wash.  & Lee  - - 7 

Basketball:  V.M.I.  - - - - 8 

Boxing:  Citadel 9 

Basketball:  South  Carolina  - 12 

Basketball:  West  Virginia  - - 14 

Boxing:  Miami 15 

Basketball:  Duke 16 

Basketball:  William  & Mary  - 17 

Basketball:  Clemson  - - - - 19 


Definition  of  college-bred:  “Col- 
lege bread  is  a four-year  loaf  made 
from  the  flavor  of  youth  and  the  old 
man’s  dough.” 


“Any  nice  girls  in  this  town?” 
“Sure,  they’re  all  nice.” 

“How  far  to  the  next  town?” 


Don't  lot  that  deadline 
oaf oli  you  in  arroar  . . . 
fast,  accurate,  typing 
service  guaranteed. 

Office  and 
Secretarial 
Services 

»«:m  colesville  road 

SILVER  SPRING.  MID. 


HOW  MANY  GIRLS  on 
this  campus  do  you  think  will 
get  their  long-sought-after, 
hard-fought-for  engagement 
ring  this  Christmas?  Here's 
one  that  we  know  of  for  sure. 
But,  to  her  chagrin,  it's  just  for 
the  picture.  Our  girl-of-the- 
month's  name  is  "Tippy" 
Stringer,  a Tri-Delt  and  a fine 
arts  major.  Standing  a com- 
fortable 5 feet  5 inches  tall 
and  boasting  (?)  of  120 
pounds,  she  is  active  both  in 
the  University  Theater  and  in 
the  Pan-Hellenic  Council.  She 
appeared  in  the  recent  UT 
production,  "Caesar  and  Cle- 
opatra," as  Iras,  a lady-in- 
waiting  at  Cleo's  court. 

Tippy  claims  two  home 
towns:  "Evanston,  Illinois,  be- 
cause I was  born  there  and 
Chevy  Chase,  Maryland,  be- 
cause I live  there."  She  likes 
to  paint.  Who  knows,  maybe 
we  have  another  Grandma 
Moses  under  our  very  noses.  ► 
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Campus  Interviews  on  Cigarette  Tests 


Number  3. ..the  gnu 


“I  gnu  the  answers . . . 
but  I wasn’t 
talking!” 


The  debating  team  couldn’t  make  much  use  of  this  non-talkative  baby 
. . . but  one  look  at  his  “literary  leanings”  tells  you  that  tests  don’t 
buffalo  him.  ’Specially  those  tricky  cigarette  tests!  As  a smoker, 
you  probably  know,  too,  that  one  puff  or  one  sniff  — or  a mere 
one-inhale  comparison  can’t  prove  very  much  about  a cigarette! 
Why  not  make  the  sensible  test  — the  30-Day  Camel  Mildness  Test. 

You  judge  Camel  mildness  and  flavor  in  your  own  “T-ZONE” 

(T  for  Throat,  T for  Taste)  . . . for  30  days.  Yes,  test  Camels 
as  a steady  smoke  and  you’ll  see  why  . . . 

More  People  Smoke  Camels 


than  any  other  cigarette! 


C.WO\CV- 


Unnerstand? 


We  read 

a Texas 

type  set 

much 

once  that 

college 

like  this 

easier 

tests  at 

show  that 

is  very 

to  read 

than  type  set  like  this — the  way  you  are  accustomed  to  reading  it  in  textbooks, 
comic  books,  newspapers,  and  Diamondbacks. 

So  we  are  printing  the  following  announcement  in  the  aforementioned  progres- 
sive, painless  fashion  to  be  sure  that  anybody  who  reads  the  Old  Line  will  be 
sure  to  see  it. 


The  next 

Line  will 

the  mag  (?) 

It  will 

issue  of 

be  different 

has  ever 

look  the 

the  Old 

from  any 

published. 

same  from 

the  outside 

few  pages 

uniqueness. 

pardon  us 

and  even 

will  not 

But  when 

- — the  guts 

the  first 

reveal  its 

you  get  to — 

of  the  next 

issue,  you 

thing  unusual 

don’t  be 

It  will 

will  really 

awaiting 

afraid.  It 

only  be 

have  some- 

you.  But 

won’t  bite. 

the 

APRIL 

look  for 

FOOL 

it — out 

ISSUE. 

April  first. 

NEXT  OLD  LINE 

OUT  APRIL  FIRST 

APRIL  FOOL 

Side  Lines 

on  this  issue 


BERNIE  GAGNON,  our 
art  editor,  has  presented  us 
with  a somewhat  belated 
Valentine’s  day  cover  with 
the  usual  Valentine’s  day 
twist — LOVE.  We  realize 
that  spring  isn’t  here  yet, 
but  like  they  used  to  say 
about  prosperity,  it’s  just 
around  the  corner.  We 
hardly  think,  however,  that 
the  ultra-ambitious  spring 
will  keep  apart  our  fugi- 
tives from  the  woods  be- 
hind Annie  A. 

As  usual,  the  Old  Line’s 
two  “gooks”  (we  still  don’t 
have  a name  for  them)  are 
pointedly  in  the  motif  of 
the  season.  We  imagine 
that  the  gook  at  the  right 
would  rather  drop  into  the 
lap  of  our  “pin  collector” 
instead  of  on  the  projecting 
spring. 

Wouldn’t  you? 


Man  if  Happy 

Valentines 


THIS  WORLD  SITUATION  has  really  got  us  in  its  clutches  this 
month.  With  the  war  scare  becoming  even  scarier  than  it  was  be- 
fore, the  Old  Line  feels  compelled  to  do  its  bit  to  assist  the  war 
effort.  Towards  this  end,  we  have  this  time  a real  special  report  on 
what  to  do  in  case  of  an  A-bomb  attack.  We  cover  the  entire  topic 
thoroughly  and  come  up  with  some  startling  answers — and  ques- 
tions, too.  Besides  that,  Sam  Whitehead  has  written  a war  story 
that  is  gorey,  but  pretty  applicable  just  now. 

Ginie  Bennett  has  been  a busy  girl  this  issue.  Her  plenty  pro- 
pitious poem,  “Scram,  Sam,”  opens  up  this  number,  and  later  on 
she  bellows  about  the  wind  tunnel  and  the  man  who  is  responsible 
for  its  efficient  operation.  But  a freshman  fugitive  from  the  Dia- 
mondback  has  written  the  longest  story  in  this  issue — So  Proudly 
We  Hail,  a bit  of  fiction  which  somehow  carries  an  air  of  famili- 
arity with  it. 

With  our  basketball  team  rewriting  the  hardwood  history  here- 
abouts, it  was  only  proper  that  we  carry  an  article  on  the  Terp 
basketeers  and  their  personable  coach,  Bud  Millikan.  Photogra- 
pher Jim  Hanson  really  had  to  squirm  around  among  the  Colli- 
seum’s  rafters  to  get  that  shot  of  the  boys  going  up  for  a rebound. 

Allen  Scott  returns  to  the  fold  with  a story  that  has  received 
laudatory  comments  from  everybody  up  here.  His  story,  we  expect, 
will  be  one  of  the  most  read  pieces  this  time — at  least  we  gather 
that  from  the  stir  that  Dixieland  has  created  everywhere. 

That’s  the  whole  business — but  before  you  turn  this  page,  read 
the  ad  to  the  left.  And  keep  looking  for  that  April  Fool  Issue. 
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• Sales 

• Service 

NORMAN  MOTOR  CO. 

8320  Washington-Baltimore  Blvd. 
College  Park,  Maryland 


20 

dance  lessons 

$10 

Phono  SLigo  0703  noiv! 

HERB  LOCKETT 
DANCE  STUDIO 

8209  Fenton  St. 

Silver  Spring,  Md. 


PRINCE  GEORGES 
BANK  AND  TRUST 
COMPANY 

College  Park  Office 
4513  COLLEGE  AVENUE 
WArfield  5111 

Complete  Banking  Services 

• Checking  Accounts 

• Auto  Loans 

• Personal  Loans 

• Savings  Accounts 

• Hours 

Weekdays — 8:30-1 :00 
Re-opens  Fri.  4:00-5:30 
Saturday — 8:30-12:00 

Established  1915 

Member  Federal  Deposit 
Insurance  Corporation 
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or  Beat  it  Buster,  you  can't  bum 
any  more  cigarettes  from  your 
date's  Old  Man 


SCRAM,  SAM 


Curses  on  you,  College  Man, 

With  your  knees  in  my  divan 
And  your  arm  around  my  daughter, 

Tipping  Junior  "Scram" — a quarter. 

Since  your  advent  here  last  fall, 

We  have  had  no  peace  at  all: 

You  bring  my  daughter  in  too  late 
And  linger  too  long  after  dates 
{I  nearly  froze  to  death  last  night 
Before  you  two  turned  on  the  light). 

Television  was  a boon 
Before  you  chose  our  sitting  room 
For  bringing  all  your  buddies  in 
For  all-night  games  of  bridge  and  gin. 

You  eat  us  out  of  house  and  home, 

Monopolize  the  telephone. 

From  that  magnum  that  you've  got, 

Offer  Daddy  just  one  shot; 

You'  ve  cleaned  my  liquor  locker  out, 

And  all  my  cigarettes,  no  doubt. 

Incidentally,  I'll  say  no  more, 

But  ASHES  DON'T  GO  ON  THE  FLOOR! 

Feet  on  tables — nix  on  that, 

If  you  are  the  prexy  of  your  frat; 

And  pardon  if  I look  askance 
When  you  wind  up  that  song  and  dance 
Of  "never  study,  grade's  a snap!" 

Other  gals  help  you  besides  our  Pat? 

That  Hutmobile  you  call  a car 
May  ride  you,  but — with  me — not  far 
When  borrowed  tux  returns,  no  crease, 

Ripped  on  the  shoulder  and  covered  with  grease. 
(Pat's  mother  and  I rather  often  feel 
You'd  drive  much  better  with  hands  on  the  wheel.) 
Stop  dragging  the  cleats  of  your  shoes  on  the  floor, 
I know  you're  a track  man,  but  need  I say  more? 
And  just  out  of  deference  to  the  Mrs.  and  me, 

Take  off  that  plaid  cap  when  you're  coming  to  tea. 
And,  while  we're  at  it,  this  business  must  stop 
Of  slaps  on  the  back  and  a loud  "Hiya,  Pop!" 

You  have  to  contend  with  me,  Pat's  Paw, 

Before  you  become  my  Son-In-Law! 

— Ginie  Bennett 
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Just  Like  the  Old  Days 

by  Allen  Scott 


ONCE  UPON  A TIME,  in  a large  city,  there 
lived  a small  group  of  happy  men.  These 
men  were  musicians,  and  they  were  happy  because 
the  trusteeship  of  a musical  tradition  was  theirs. 
Entrenching  themselves  in  a smoky  cellar,  this 
devoted  little  group  played  the  old  songs  in  the 
old  way — and  were  happy. 

Life  was  secure  in  the  cellar.  Nightly  (except 
Mondays),  the  group  performed,  and  the  faithful 
followers  of  the  sect  worshipped  at  small  tables, 
sipped  seventy-five  cent  beer  and  murmured 
reverently,  “The  greatest  . . and  . . just  like 
the  old  days.” 

The  old  days  were  distant  places  and  remote 
memories  which  could  only  be  recalled  by  the 
scratching  of  a brass  needle  on  worn  wax.  Nearly 
all  the  old  faces  had  disappeared,  mostly  to  the 
land  of  their  youth,  where  they  rested  and  remi- 
nisced. The  cellar,  current  fortress  of  the  cause, 
was  garrisoned  by  men  who  once  sat  at  the  feet 
of  the  masters  and  learned  the  burning  message 
of  their  work.  The  men,  once  boy-worshippers, 
were  now  the  new  masters  and  their  devotion  was 
a bright  flame  in  a dark  time. 

The  wise  men,  who  knew  everything  about 
music,  dismissed  the  efforts  of  the  cause  with 
“decidedly  old-hat,”  “archaic  sounds,”  “totally 
lacking  in  progressive  thought,”  and  other  pro- 
found and  knowing  statements. 

In  the  smoky  cellar,  the  clarinet,  trumpet,  trom- 
bone, piano,  bass,  and  drum  reconstructed  the 
sounds  of  . . the  old  days.” 

AND  THERE  was  abroad  in  the  city  at  that 
. time,  a strange  new  music  which  threatened 
to  snuff  out  the  flame  which  burned  in  the  smoky 
cellar. 

Two  Bronze  Gods,  armed  with  a twisted  tube 
of  brass  and  a thin  sliver  of  reed,  sent  this  new 
message  of  notes  through  the  night,  and  struck 
fear  in  the  hearts  of  those  who  played  in  the 
smoky  cellar. 

The  two  Gods,  grotesque  in  name  and  costume, 


increased  in  vogue  and  salary  and  in  favor  with 
critics  and  public.  Their  words,  a jargon  to  all 
but  the  initiated,  were  heard  in  the  market  places 
and  along  the  road. 


Their  harsh  and  jangled  sounds,  once  despised, 
were  now  fashionable,  and  the  wise  men  dipped 
their  pens  to  write,  “.  . . a fresh  approach,”  “.  . . 
technically  superior,”  “.  . . a new  era.” 
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ment,  small  segments  of  the  faithful 
slipped  quietly  away  to  worship  at  the 
new  shrine  across  the  street  where  the 
beer  sold  for  ninety  cents. 

MEANWHILE,  in  the  cellar,  the  de- 
fenders of  the  cause  watched  the 
old  days  slip  away  from  them  while  they 
waited  for  deliverance. 

In  a distant  part  of  the  country,  far 
from  the  city  of  the  cellar,  a Patron, 
bearded,  wealthy,  and  devoted  to  the 
cause,  found  the  Pioneer,  now  legendary 
but  still  able  to  create  the  sounds  of 
“.  . . the  old  days.” 

Equipped  with  new  raiment,  means  of 
travel  and  a bright  golden  trumpet,  the 
Pioneer  came  to  the  city  of  the  cellar  to 
lead  the  renaissance. 

Darkly  majestic,  the  Pioneer  led  the 
crusade  in  the  smoky  basement,  where 
the  tables  crept  closer  together,  the 
smoke  thickened,  and  the  murmurs  of 
appreciation  grew  louder,  but  not  loud 
enough  to  annoy  the  chosen,  performing 
nightly  (except  Mondays). 

The  revered  one  poured  his  soul  and 
his  story  into  the  instrument,  and,  before 
him,  the  faces  faded  into  distant  scenes: 
streets  in  the  delta  town,  boats  on  the 
river,  and  lost  faces,  standing  beside  him 
in  “.  . . the  old  days.” 

From  the  cellar,  the  crusaders  marched 
to  the  stage  of  a great  hall  where  the 


faithful  followed,  bringing  others,  and 
all  worshipped  at  a cost  of  two  dollars 
per  person  (plus  tax). 

A river  craft  was  hired,  and  on  Mon- 
day nights,  the  music  of  the  cause  floated 
across  the  waters  near  the  city  as  it  had 
across  other  waters  in  “.  . . the  old  days.” 
Popular  journals  of  shiny  paper,  found 
in  doctors’  waiting  rooms,  bore  the  story 
of  the  renaissance  and  pictures  (some  in 
color)  of  the  Pioneer  and  his  assisting 
crusaders. 

The  wise  men  wrote,  "...  a dramatic  re- 
turn from  the  past,” — “.  . . the  only  real 
music,”  and  “.  . . just  like  the  old  days.” 
The  Bronze  Gods,  forgotten  by  all  save 
a few,  retreated  to  a smoky  cellar  of  their 
own,  unnoticed  by  the  cause. 

Coda\ 

THE  FLAME  of  the  cause  burns  bright- 
ly everywhere. 

Coins  dropped  into  complicated  ma- 
chinery bring  forth  the  hymns  of  the 
crusaders. 

The  Pioneer,  suddenly  senile,  returned 
to  his  home  and  his  dreams,  saying  that 
the  “old  days”  wrere  gone  forever  and 
the  renaissance  was  a sham.  He  was  re- 
placed and  forgotten. 

Everywhere  the  smoke  is  thick,  the 
tables  are  nearly  touching,  and  there  is 
heard  a paean,  a steady  chant,  “.  . . the 
greatest,”  and  “. . . just  like  the  old  days.” 
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The  A-Bomli 
to  College 


Another  exclusive  OLD  LINE  report  on 
our  present  world  distress.  An  article  in 
two  parts: 

I History  of  the  Bomb 

II  What  to  do  if  . . . 


History  of  the  Atomic  Bomb 


FEW  OF  US  REALIZE  that  man  has  long  known 
the  basis  of  the  atomic  bomb.  Indeed,  in  1896  the 
genesis  of  this  awsome  weapon  was  born  in  the  fertile 
brain  of  Giovanni  Scharvazzo,  a Sicilian  macaroni 
magnet. 

Scharvazzo  had  long  dabbled  in  chemistry  and 
physics.  And  it  is  indeed  a pity  that  his  prolific 
genius  was  applied  principally  to  macaroni  rather 
than  the  natural  science  which  he  understood  so 
well. 

Scharvazzo  broke  new  ground  in  the  chemicai 
universe  in  I 894  when  he  discovered  radioactivity. 
The  story  is  told  how  this  great  Sicilian  thinker  one 
day  found  a bottle-  of  spare  atoms  in  his  humble 
laboratory.  Seizing  upon  some  deep  and  as  yet  in- 
explicable impulse,  he  poured  an  atom  from  the  bot- 
tle, grasped  a chisel  and  split  an  atom.  Three  rays 
rose  from  the  shattered  particle. 

Yes,  for  the  first  time  man  had  split  the  atom. 

Now  macaroni  was  second.  Scharvazzo  was  look- 
ing for  the  secret.  His  search  was  long  and  fruitful, 
and  after  eight  years  of  application  and  study, 
Scharvazzo  died.  Had  he  lived  but  a few  more 
years,  he  could  have  seen  a searing  orange  eruption 
over  the  New  Mexican  desert.  His  bomb. 

What  macaroni  lost  in  Scharvazzo,  nuclear  physics 
gained. 


Turn  to  page  four  to  learn  what  to  do  when  IT  happens 
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threat 

Park 

IMPORTANT: 

The  College  Park  Civil  Defense 
Board  has  released  the  following  in- 
formation in  regard  to  loeal  air-raid 
warnings : 

1.  “Signal  blue” — enemy  planes  are 
at  a considerable  distance  from  Col- 
lege Park,  but  heading  this  way.  Seek 
shelter.  University  students  proceed 
directly  to  rec  hall  or  Zal’s. 

2.  “Signal  red”  — Enemy  planes 
overhead.  Follow  the  eight  rules. 

3.  “Signal  white” — Bomb  is  burst- 
ing. 

4.  “Signal  green” — All  clear.  Go  to 
class. 


What  to  do  if  . . . 

FIVE  ATOMIC  BOMBS  have 
belched  their  searing  fury  in  our 
times.  Will  a sixth  strike  College  Park? 
— an  ominous  question,  but  one  we 
must  consider  in  these  trying  days. 

With  the  incomparable  assistance 
of  Prof.  Rudolph  Von  Ghrudhiem,  of 
the  Brookhaven  Nuclear  Fission  Lab- 
oratories, the  Old  Line  staff  has 
gone  to  unusual  pains  to  bring  its 
readers  the  truth  concerning  the  A- 
bomb  and  how  College  Park  would  be 
affected  by  such  a weapon. 

The  eight  basic  rules  to  remem- 
ber during  an  atomic  attack: 

1.  Fall  flat  on  your  face  in  the  mud. 


If  there  is  no  mud  in  the  immediate 
area,  remain  erect  until  “signal  red,” 
which  is  a warbling  siren  of  30  sec- 
onds followed  by  a silent  two  minute 
siren  blast. 

2.  If  you  have  assumed  position  as 
per  rule  one,  place  your  left  leg  over 
your  right  foot.  Wrap  your  left  arm 
around  your  neck  counter-clockwise. 
Place  your  right  arm  in  such  a posi- 
tion as  to  support  your  right  knee. 
This  position,  if  assumed  immediately, 
will  protect  the  toe  nails  and  elbows 
from  all  harmful  blast  effects. 

3.  After  the  initial  blast,  do  not 
consume  any  Australian  rhubarb,  sal- 
mon eggs,  or  fried  artichokes  which 
may  have  come  in  contact  with  the 
blast. 

4.  Do  not  spread  rumors.  If  you 


Don’t  lose  your  composure  if  an 
A-Bomb  should  drop  on  College 
Park  some  day  as  you’re  dozing  off 
in  class.  Simply  follow  the  rules  as 
illustrated  above. 

are  with  a group  when  the  bomb 
bursts,  and  they  do  not  see  it,  do  not 
tell  them.  This  spreads  panic. 

5.  Remain  calm.  If  you  feel  the 
blast  has  made  you  nervous,  read  a 
book. 

6.  If  you  were  under  the  full  effect 
of  the  blast,  change  your  clothes  as 
soon  as  possible.  However,  if,  after 
the  force  of  the  bomb  has  subsided, 
you  find  that  your  clothes  still  have  a 
neat  appearance,  you  needn’t  change. 

7.  Look  cheerful. 
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8.  Contrary  to  popular  belief,  when 
the  bomb  has  burst,  things  are  not 
finished.  Classes  will  convene  as  usual. 
Don’t  become  discouraged  with  your 
school  work. 

A-Queries 

The  College  Park  Anti-A-bomb  at- 
tack committee,  Dean  Adele  Stamp, 
chairman,  has  received  several  in- 
quiries requesting  general  information 
about  atomic  reactions.  Dean  Stamp 
has  turned  the  questions  over  to  us 
for  reply.  The  names  of  those  who  sub- 
mitted questions  have  been  withheld 
pending  notification  of  next  of  kin. 

1.  What  are  the  basic  first  aid  rules 
that  I should  remember?  By  February 
23,  the  College  Park  Civil  Defense 


Board  will  have  in  operation  a plan 
whereby  bandaids  and  lead  overcoats 
will  be  distributed  in  the  attic  of 
Waldrop’s  department  store  in  case  of 
an  A-bomb  attack.  There  is  a first  aid 
instruction  manual  in  the  pocket  of 
each  lead  overcoat. 

2.  Can  I drink  beer  following  an 
atomic  blast?  No.  Scotch  is  the  only 
beverage  accepted  and  recommended 
by  the  Atomic  Energy  Commission. 

Does  it  hurt? 

3.  What  causes  radiation?  Does  it 
hurt?  Every  atom  is  chuck  full  of 
rays.  When  an  atomic  bomb  explodes, 
the  atoms  of  the  bomb  hit  each  other 
so  hard  the  rays  are  squeezed  out. 


There  are  three  types  of  rays;  awful, 
gummy  and  better.  Only  the  gummy 
rays  hurt. 

4.  Can  I enter  the  blast  area  im- 
mediately after  the  bomb  has  ex- 
ploded? If  it’s  really  important. 

5.  What  is  the  magnetic  resonance 
frequency  of  nuclear  particles  in  a 
field  of  700  gauss,  when  the  cyclotron 
frequency  is  measured  in  the  non- 
relativistic  energy  range?  If  it’s  really 
important. 

Debts  of  gratitude  for  atom- 
ic information  are  due  to  Sen- 
ator McCarthy,  Joe  Smith, 
and  the  House  Committee  for 
Probing  Authenticity  in  Col- 
lege Magazines. 
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SHE  RUSHED  MADLY  into  the  campus  police  station, 
and  roughly  shook  the  grizzled  cop  out  of  his  after- 
breakfast  (to  supper)  snooze.  Then  with  an  anguished 
plea  in  her  voice,  she  explained  how  she  had  awakened 
to  find  that  her  cashmere  sweater  and  favorite  tube  of 
lipstick  had  been  stolen  from  her  dorm  room.  By  now 
the  arthritic  law  enforcer  had,  with  the  courage  and  will 
of  a bull,  cocked  open  one  bloodshot  eye.  Showing  the 
swiftness  of  the  hawk  and  the  clairvoyance  of  the  fox,  he 
surmised  the  situation,  and  instantly  whispered  with  la- 
bored breath,  “It’s  a dang  shame  such  a thing  ’ud  hafta 
happen  to  a pretty  little  miss  like  you  what  can  make  good 
use  of  that  there  paraffin  nailya  what  you  had  swiped. 
Dag  nab  it,  I swear  it  musta  been  thutty  years  or  more 
since  such  a pretty  little  picture  walked  into  my  office.” 
Observing  her  swelling  ire,  he  placated  her  with  an  assur- 
ance that  every  effort  would  be  made  “to  apperhend  the 
son-of-a-good-for-nothing.” 

This  insidious  crime  initiated  a chain  of  thefts,  vandal- 
isms, and  lootings  that  ravaged  the  campus  relentlessly 


for  two  years.  No  one  was  spared  the  loss  of  something 
valuable  and  dear  to  him.  By  the  end  of  the  first  month,  a 
partial  list  of  stolen  articles  included  the  following:  6 
girls  sweat  suits  from  SIT  fraternity ; 3 sets  of  false  den- 
tures and  23  randomized  toothbrushes ; the  handle  of  the 
SGA  gavel ; the  amber  light  from  the  main  traffic  signal ; 
two  toilet  seats;  records  including  “Don’t  Cry  Joe”  and 
“I’ll  Be  Back  For  More”;  a book  entitled  “Sex  Life  in  the 
Soviet”  by  I.  Newer  Unnerstan  from  the  Iran  club;  15 
rat  traps  (six  full)  from  the  Dining  Hall. 

It  was  soon  apparent  that  a thief  was  on  a rampage, 
striking  at  will  and  engulfing  the  entire  campus.  During 
the  siege,  the  miscreant  was  never  seen,  even  though  much 
of  his  work  was  transacted  in  daylight;  was  not  heard 
although  it  was  known  that  he  pilfered  property  from 
rooms  in  which  the  owners  were  silently  studying;  was 
never  felt  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  numerous  co-eds  awoke 
in  the  morning  to  find  that  their  heads  had  been  shaved 
to  the  scalp  while  they  slept.  The  thief’s  cunning  and 
genius  was  unparalleled;  Houdini  would  have  been  hum- 


No  Proudly  We  Hail 


“We’ll  get  the  soii-of-a-good-for-nothing/* 
was  his  answer  to  the  theft  epidemic 


liy  Warren  Usher 


bled  by  the  adroitness  with  which  he  entered  and  left 
heavily  guarded  buildings  without  detection.  Locked  and 
barricaded  doors  were  no  obstacle  to  him.  So  fantastic  and 
devastating  were  his  activities  that  he  drew  a variety  of 
appelations,  the  most  printable  being  the  “Phantom 
Marauder.” 

Every  building  and  every  person  was  included  on 
“P.M.’s”  hunting  grounds.  After  all  the  personal  effects 
had  been  taken,  the  curtains,  door  knobs,  radiators,  and 
other  incidentals  were  “liberated”  until  the  dorms  were 
left  bleak,  desolate  shells.  However,  the  misanthrope  evi- 
dently respected  the  administrative  executives  of  the  uni- 
versity since  his  visits  to  their  offices  were  comparatively 
rare.  However,  some  persons  thought  that  the  infrequency 
of  his  visits  was  due  not  to  his  respect,  but  to  the  fact  that 
the  executives  were  poorer  than  the  students  and  conse- 
quently had  nothing  of  value  in  their  offices. 

IN  SUPPORT  of  this  theory,  it  was  pointed  out  that 
immediately  after  P.M.  found  86  cases  of  bourbon 
which  an  executive  had  won  in  a raffle  and  had  inadver- 
tently left  in  his  office,  the  other  offices  were  torn  asunder 
regularly  for  a while,  but  when  nothing  else  of  value  was 
found,  the  raids  ceased. 

The  commercial  establishments  (Snack  Bar,  Book  Store, 
Student  Supply  Store,  and  Dining  Hall)  were  P.M.’s  regu- 
lar customers.  He  had  an  ingenious  system  for  curbing 
inflation  that  almost  worked.  When  the  establishments 
felt  the  pinch  of  the  thefts,  they  raised  their  prices,  but 
this  was  disastrous,  for  as  the  prices  rose,  the  thefts  in- 
creased doubly.  As  the  prices  increased,  the  sales  de- 
creased, since  the  patrons  were  as  poor  as  the  establish- 


ments. Finally  sales  came  to  a standstill;  the  only  alterna- 
tive to  closing  was  lowering  prices.  When  prices  were 
lowered  to  what  the  thief  considered  a judicious  point,  at 
which  level  they  were  lower  than  they  had  been  in  years 
but  high  enough  for  ample  profit,  the  thefts  ceased  and 
sales  increased.  But  the  greedy  proprietors  were  not  satis- 
fied to  leave  untouched  the  seemingly  great  profit  potential 
at  their  fingertips,  and  they  gradually  raised  the  prices 
again,  hoping  the  thief  would  not  return.  As  the  prices 
rose  the  thief  moved  back  into  action  with  the  result 
that  the  cycle  was  repeated,  and  again  the  establishments 
found  themselves  bankrupt.  P.M.  doggedly  maintained 
his  system,  hoping  that  the  proprietors  would  someday 
realize  their  folly,  and  that  inflation  would  stop;  but  he 
never  succeeded. 

The  University’s  entire  police  force  was  marshalled  to 
combat  the  menace,  even  in  preferenc  to  ticketing  illegally 
parked  cars,  from  which  they  derived  the  bulk  of  their 
salary.  That  these  two  veteran  law  enforcers,  who  had 
provided  the  institution’s  sole  protection  for  48  years,  had 
sacrificed  all  personal  consideration  for  their  jobs  was 
shown  by  unshaven  physiognomies  and  consistent  disha- 
bille. Determined  and  dauntless,  they  threw  themselves 
into  the  crisis,  working  now  from  10  a.m.  to  3 p.m. — a 
full  fifteen  minutes  in  excess  of  their  usual  daily  labor. 
They  were  resolved  to  spare  no  effort  in  solving  the  per- 
plexing crimes.  When  a new  misdeed  was  reported  they 
would  go  into  action  instantly,  sneaking  back  into  a corner 
to  compare  the  pattern  of  the  latest  piece  of  P.M.’s  art 
with  those  of  previous  cases.  But  after  having  determined 
2,061  different  patterns,  thus  indicating  2,061  different 

( Continued  on  page  19) 


Workouts  such  as  this  one  six  days  a 
week  help  to  keep  Maryland’s  rejuvenated 
basketball  team  in  top  shape.  In  the  back- 
ground, Coach  Millikan  watches  his  team 
get  a rebound  in  one  of  the  inter-squad 
scrimmages. 


The  former  All-American  has  Terp 


by  Pete  Neale 


MARYLAND’S  NEW  BASKETBALL  coach,  “Bud” 
Millikan,  always  seems  a little  surprised  himself 
when  he  hears  or  reads  of  “surprising”  Maryland.  “We 
have  been  lucky,  but  we  have  some  players  out  there  too.” 
If  the  Maryland  court  team  fails  to  surprise  its  coach, 
it  has  had  a different  effect  on  about  everybody  else. 
From  its  opening  game,  the  Terp  quintet  caught  fire,  and 
to  date  has  swept  through  more  than  half  its  schedule 
winning  about  twice  as  many  games  as.  it  loses.  And 
this  is  the  same  team  which  was  supposed  to  wind  up  a 
halting  season  low  in  the  Southern  Conference  standings. 
Yes,  everybody,  from  the  students  to  the  Washington 


newspapers,  is  surprised  at  Maryland. 

One  of  the  men  most  responsible  for  the  miracle  is  a 
short,  young  All-American  from  Oklahoma  A.  & M.  Bud 
Millikan  graduated  from  there  in  1942,  but  remained 
with  the  Aggies  for  two  years  on  the  staff  of  Coach  Hank 
Iba.  After  a hitch  in  the  army,  Bud  coached  at  three 
separate  Missouri  and  Iowa  high  schools,  and  came  to 
Maryland  from  Newton,  Iowa,  high.  Except  for  his  as- 
sistant job  with  the  Aggies,  this  is  his  first  college  posi- 
tion. Maryland’s  third  basketball  head  coach  is  married, 
has  a son  who  does  not  yet  play  All-American  basketball, 
and  lives  in  University  Heights. 
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rdwood  addicts  singing  Hallelujah! 


IT’S  HARD  TO  ACCOUNT  FOR  the  peculiar  court  wiz- 
ardry which  Millikan  seems  to  have  dispensed.  The 
athletic  department  thinks  it’s  the  superior  conditioning 
But  has  drilled  into  the  players,  who  have  certainly  shown 
more  stamina  this  year  than  formerly.  Or  it  might  be  the 
slow,  careful  brand  of  basketball  he  plays,  or  the  empha- 
sis he  places  on  defense  and  holding  the  opponent’s  score  to 
a minimum.  It  is  certainly  not  the  play  of  a few  indi- 
vidual stars  or  sharpshooters,  for,  significantly,  the 
Maryland  team  is  working  well  together  as  a unit. 

Few  opposing  teams  have  been  able  to  crack  through 


the  man-for-man  Terp  defense,  undoubtedly  one  of  the 
most  efficient  in  the  conference.  Alert  and  spirited,  it 
is  set  up  quickly,  heading  off  the  fast  breaks  and 
quick  plays  of  opposing  teams.  It  is  an  aggressive,  press- 
ing defense,  forcing  opponents  to  take  long  outside  shots. 

Millikan’s  offense,  though  by  no  means  adverse  to  the 
fast  break,  is  generally  slow  and  deliberate,  ticking  off 
play  after  play  as  calmly  as  clockwork.  Teamwork  is  the 
keynote,  and  one  of  the  secrets  of  Maryland’s  success.  At 
its  best  the  team  operates  like  a well-oiled  and  interde- 
pendent machine. 

( Continued  on  next  page ) 
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Millikan 


(Continued  from  preceding  page) 


A Taking  a few  minutes  off, 


Maryland,  Bud  feels,  is  an  athletics- 
minded  school,  and  he  enjoys  working 
in  the  athletic  department.  Student 
support  so  far  is  perhaps  not  all  it 
might  be,  but  he  feels  that  the  first 
requirement  of  student  support  is  a 
fighting  team.  Millikan,  whose  record 
while  coaching  in  high  school  was  90 
wins  and  22  losses,  has  had  fighting 
teams  and  also  winning  teams. 

XT  YEAR,  But  will  have  many 
of  his  lettermen  back,  as  well  as 
several  boys  who  will  move  up  from 
the  Freshman  squad.  From  here  it 
looks  like  an  even  better  season  next 
year,  but  Maryland’s  nominee  for 
coach  of  the  year  is  noncommittal.  “I 
hope  we’ll  have  enough  to  put  five 
pretty  fair  players  on  the  court.” 

Some  followers  of  the  team,  how- 
ever are  already  taking  bets  on  the 
outcome  of  the  1952  Southern  Con- 
ference playoffs  between  Maryland 
and  North  Carolina  State.  It’s  hard  to 
say  whether  the  Terps  will  get  that 
far  next  year,  but  the  present  team 
has  given  the  fans  reason  for  opti- 
mism. Certainly,  if  next  year’s  squad 
shows  half  the  fight  of  the  present 
Terp  aggregation,  we’re  in  for  a 
crackerjack  season. 

— Pete  Neale 


Millikan  and  his  first  team  are 
apparently  enjoying  themselves. 
Dwarfing  their  youthful  mentor, 
from  left  to  right,  are:  Dick  Koffen- 
berger,  Don  Moran,  Lee  Brawley, 
Jim  Johnson,  and  George  Manis. 


Zoo  visitor:  “Where  are  the  mon- 
keys?” 

Keeper:  “They’re  in  the  back 
making  love.” 

Visitor:  “Would  they  come  out 
for  peanuts?” 

Keeper:  “Would  you?” 


Two  old  ladies  were  enjoying  the 
music  in  the  park  one  night.  During 
a certain  selection,  they  were  hav- 
ing a slight  debate  about  the  name 
of  the  composition  being  played; 
one  said  it  was  the  Ballet  by  Gound, 
and  the  other  one  said  it  was  the 
Minuet  from  Mignon.  One  spinster 
decided  that  she  would  settle  the 
argument.  So,  she  went  over  to 
what  she  thought  was  a sign  an- 
nouncing the  numbers.  She  returned 
to  her  seat  and  told  the  other  lady, 
“We  were  both  wrong.  It’s  the  Re- 
frain from  Spitting.” 


THE  COLLEGE  GIRL 

She  wants  to  get  married  just  to 
prove  she  can. 

She  doesn’t  want  to  get  married 
just  to  prove  she  doesn’t  have  to. 

If  she  doesn’t,  they’ll  say  she 
can’t. 

If  she  does,  they’ll  say  her  career 
is  ruined. 


The  best  years  of  a man’s  life  are 
the  ones  before  he  stumbles  and 
Mrs. 


TOPSY 

Brass  Hook 
with  straight  tie 

199 


Two  Teen-Tailored  Triumphs  . . . butter  soft  elk  leather  casuals 
with  that  light-on-the-feet,  easy  flex  feel  that  makes  them 
perfect  for  dating,  meeting  the  coke  crowd,  or  schoolin'. 
They're  the  Tops  in  Mocs.  Both  in  Antique  Red,  Brown,  Black 
. . with  soft  wedgie  and  soles  of  long-lasting  Panolene. 

Sizes  3-10,  widths  AA  to  C. 


TO  SAVE  MONEY,  send  check  or  money  order  and 
include  20d  for  shipping  charges. 

BEAU-TRED  SHOES,  H onover.  Pa. 

Please  send  me: 


Pairs 

Size 

Width 

Color 

TOPSY 

TRENCH 

Name 

Address. 
City 


. Zone State. 


■ 

Checkdl  Money  Order  Q C.O.D.  O Plus  Postage  | 


TRENCH 

Brass  Ring  Stamp 

$099 
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What  Other  College 
Mags  Are  Doing 
—A  Sampling 


Colgate  Banter 


'I  don't  care  what  the  Romans  did.  We'll 
have  no  camp  followers!" 

— Colorado  Dodo 


voo  DOO 


'Scratch  a little  bit  to  the  left— Gerald 


- .n  ~g  nr ' 
i n ir 

r T~-'f  -i  r r 


MCMXUfl 


Will,  son,  l bo l>c  that  little  talk  ue  had 
did  you  some  good."  Q?®0 


it, ..and  the  one  about...” 


tr\  f\"  c\-<r 


—You  ore  honest,  loyal,  and  dependable.  Your 
greatest  pleasure  is  to  lie  in  front  of  a fireplace 
and  be  scratched  behind  the  ears-"  -Scop 


-Jackolantern  \ v'  CT? 


1 "But  I thought  it  was  third  base !“ 
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THE  MAN 

The  University  of  Marylam 
under  the  directorship  of  Professoi 
by  Ginie  Bennett 

Bowling  balls  and  cue  ball  in  hand,  he  was  medi- 
tatively contemplating  a big  wind.  Soon  the  cameras 
were  set,  the  dials  adjusted,  the  breeze  began  and 
the  balls  were  in  motion. 

He  was  Professor  A.  Wiley  Sherwood  and  the 
action  was  a scene  on  the  test  section  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Maryland  wind  tunnel. 

THIRTY-SOME  YEARS  AGO,  a youngster  in  up- 
per New  York  State  was  puttering  with  gadgets 
and  model  airplanes,  anticipating  someday  to  follow 
in  his  father’s  footsteps  as  a civil  engineer.  Summer 
vacations  found  him  both  working  in  a garage  and 
surveying  on  various  locations.  High  school  gradu- 
ation took  him  to  Rensselaer  Polytechnic  Institute 
where  his  major  in  civil  engineering  soon  changed 
to  mechanical  engineering,  under  pressure  of  lag- 
ging interest  in  topographic  drawing  and  pressing 
advice  of  close  friends.  The  school  instituted  its 
course  in  aeronautical  engineering  the  year  Wiley 
Sherwood  graduated. 

It  was  with  reluctance  that  his  mother  consented 
to  his  joining  up  with  the  Naval  Reserve  as  a flying 
cadet  at  Floyd  Bennett  field,  but  the  boy’s  desire  to 
learn  to  fly  won  out.  However,  obstacles  were  to 
beset  the  plan.  In  the  one-month  leave  period  before 
training  was  to  begin  at  Pensacola,  Sherwood  found 
himself  suddenly  out  of  money.  His  uncle,  also  an 
engineer,  didn’t  offer  dollars;  but,  instead,  there 
was  train  fare  to  a job  in  Ohio!  The  result  was  a 
farewell  to  flying  and  the  beginning  of  a series  of 
engineering  positions. 

At  Belville,  Ohio,  there  were  experimental  jobs 
with  the  development  of  refrigerator  devices.  Pri- 
vate business  found  him  designing  a silk-dyeing 
machine  (“I  don’t  know  if  they  ever  built  it,  but  it 
probably  would  have  worked!”).  Eventually,  after 
he  had  worked  a while  with  the  Glenn  L.  Martin 
Company  in  Baltimore,  the  University  of  Maryland 
offered  him  a job. 

Sherwood,  acquainted  only  with  the  small  campus 
at  R.P.I.,  was  curious  to  know  the  machinations 
of  a large  institution  such  as  the  State  University, 
so  he  accepted  a position  as  instructor  in  drawing 
in  the  engineering  department.  The  intervening 
years  from  1938  to  1944  found  him  busy  teaching 
terminal  dynamics,  fluid  mechanics  and  aerody- 
namics. 

The  impact  of  the  war  brought  a program  of 
Pre-Pre-Flight  training  to  the  University.  Sher- 

^ Professor  Sherwood  “caliperates’''  a bowling  ball. 
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\ND  THE  WIND 

i nil  tunnel  converts  to  a wartime  basis 
! Wiley  Sherwood 


wood  became  Assistant  Coordinator  of  the  under- 
taking. However,  the  east  coast  proved  to  be  a 
non-flying  area,  and  students  in  the  soon-discon- 
tinued program  were  rapidly  drafted. 

About  this  time,  the  enticement  of  being  a proj- 
ect engineer  in  wind  tunnel  work  lured  Professor 
Sherwood  to  the  Navy’s  David  Taylor  Model  Basin 
in  Carderock,  Maryland.  By  the  end  of  the  war,  he 
was  in  charge  of  one  of  the  two  tunnels  at  the 
Basin. 

IN  1946  the  University  of  Maryland  built  a wind 
tunnel.  One  of  the  few  of  its  kind  in  the  United 
States,  the  outfit  was  to  be  operated  by  the  Uni- 
versity, filling  contracts  for  the  Glenn  L.  Martin 
Company  and  the  Naval  Ordnance  Laboratory,  and 
being  used  as  a testing  ground  for  University 
aeronautical  engineering  students.  In  selecting  a 
director,  officials  chose  A.  Wiley  Sherwood. 

In  the  years  that  followed,  the  tunnel  began 
testing  on  a full-time  basis.  New  planes  and  flying 
vessels  were  developed  for  the  Martin  Company; 
the  aerodynamics  of  parachutes,  air  mines  and 
bombs  were  tested  for  Naval  Ordnance.  The  present 
emergency  brought  an  increase  in  such  testing 
problems.  In  order  to  adequately  fill  these  needs, 
the  tunnel  has  adopted  a 48-hour,  six-day  week. 

SEVERAL  YEARS  AGO,  the  Baltimore  Sun 
brought  out  an  article  in  criticism  of  the  Mary- 
land tunnel.  The  so-called  experts  criticized  the 
University  for  wasting  its  time  building  a 270-mile- 
per-hour  structure  when  the  Navy  was  constructing 
a 3500-mile-per-hour  job  at  Whiteoaks.  The  “au- 
thorities” failed  to  realize  the  significance  of  the 
subsonic  tunnel.  While  the  construction  was  going 
on  at  Whiteoaks,  the  University  tunnel  was  han- 
dling the  Navy  contracts  that  would  have  been 
filled  there. 

Since  then,  the  many  experiments  which  must 
be  conducted  at  a subsonic  level  before  they  can 
be  put  on  a supersonic  basis  have  been  routed  to 
the  Maryland  tunnel.  Parachutes  and  mines  are 
part  of  this  subsonic  problem. 

The  test  section  of  the  Maryland  wind  tunnel  is 
11  feet  by  7.75  feet,  “big  enough  to  drive  a car 
through,”  says  Sherwood,  “unless  you  had  a hearse 
or  a trailer  truck.”  It  provides  an  artificial  air 
stream  in  which  an  article  may  be  measured  and 
the  effects  of  the  stream  on  its  shape  determined. 
The  weight  forces  and  moments  calculated  on  the 

Hub  and  blades  present  a spectacular  picture,  k 
dwarfing  men.  r 
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Scale  drawing  of  the  wind  tunnel  shows  test  section,  workshop  and  the  tunnel  itself.  It  is  one  of  the  best  equipped  subsonic  tunnels 

in  the  country. 

From  fish  nets  to  parachutes— it’s  all  part  of  the  day’s  work  in  the  wind  tunnel 


models  are  then  interpreted  for  a full- 
size  plane. 

Chaos  was  caused  in  the  building  last 
year  when  the  propeller  hub,  unable  to 
withstand  the  centrifugal  force  on  the 
seven  blades  of  the  fan,  became  faulty. 
The  50  tons  of  wooden  blade  were  com- 
pletely demolished. 

Solution  to  the  repair  problem  came 
with  the  ingenious  idea  to  appropriate 
B-29  blades  for  the  job.  As  they  are 
made,  these  blades  lack  the  twist  re- 
quired for  the  hub;  so  tunnel  officials, 
with  the  aid  of  high-strength  steel 
adapters  from  the  Bureau  of  Mines, 
and  using  the  testing  machines  of  the 
aeronautical  engineering  department 
for  vises,  set  out  to  put  the  blades  in 
shape.  In  a record  five  months,  the 
task  was  completed. 

For  the  six  months  following,  the 
blades  were  carefully  checked  for 
stresses  and  at  last  approved  for  full- 
time use.  The  brain-child  has  since 
proved  a successful  one. 

At  present,  engineers  are  working 
on  a supersonic  tunnel  to  be  used  for 
student  observation  and  experimenta- 
tion. Captured  Japanese  tunnels  are 
being  used  in  the  new  layout,  which  is 


housed  in  the  large  tank  behind  the 
engineering  building. 

THE  MARYLAND  WIND  TUNNEL 
is  the  only  one  in  the  country  where 
all  of  the  required  facilities  of  opera- 
tion are  housed  under  the  same  roof. 
A darkroom  and  photo  lab  are  inte- 
grated here,  as  well  as  a complete  unit 
of  IBM  machines  for  computing  test 
results.  Several  thousand  kilowatts 
daily  are  brought  in  by  Pepco  to  main- 
tain the  150-270-mile-per-hour  wind. 

The  second  floor  of  the  building  is 
equipped  with  two  modern  bedrooms 
for  overnight  guests.  One  day,  after  one 
of  the  many  tours  which  pass  through 
the  tunnel,  Professor  Sherwood  was 
bidding  farewell  to  a group  of  women 
who  had  just  been  given  the  “$2.00 
tour.”  He  had  shown  them  all  the 
mysteries  of  the  mechanisms  and  left 
them  with  the  impressive  fact  that  the 
system  cost  $120,000  to  construct. 

One  of  the  women  turned  to  him  at 
the  door.  “Professor,”  she  said,  “we 
certainly  were  impressed  by  your  tun- 
nel. Where  did  you  get  such  fine  furni- 
ture?” 

The  tunnel  is  a self-supporting,  non- 


profit unit.  Testing  jobs  are  scheduled 
for  a few  weeks  each  and  charged  for 
by  the  hour.  Thus  far,  all  contracts 
have  been  with  the  Navy  and  the  Mar- 
tin Company. 

Of  the  twelve  men  employed  by  the 
University  to  operate  the  unit,  three 
are  Maryland  graduates.  All  student 
help  is  used  when  extra  personnel  are 
needed. 

Under  the  present  system,  aeronau- 
tical engineering  students  have  one 
year’s  experience  in  the  tunnel  before 
graduation.  There  is  also  opportunity 
for  graduate  students  to  do  theses  or 
model  shop  work  in  the  building. 

In  the  United  States  today,  there  is 
not  a better  equipped  and  operated  sub- 
sonic tunnel. 


Each  evening  a tall  mustached  man 
goes  home  to  the  house  on  Adelphi 
Road  to  greet  his  wife  and  daughter 
(“she  can  lick  anybody  in  her  11-month 
weight  class!”). 

And  at  the  University  of  Maryland 
wind  tunnel,  all  is  dark  and  still. 

The  man  and  the  wind  have  blown 
for  the  night. 
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So  Proudly  We  Hall 


(Continued  from  page  11) 

“P.  M’s,”  the  two  champions  of  justice 
would  at  times  even  survey  the  scene  of 
the  crime,  or  on  rare  instances,  take  a 
fingerprint. 

FOR  A YEAR  and  a half  now  the  looter 
had  raged  violently  through  the 
campus  with  catastrophic  effects  on  the 
University.  Enrollment  had  dropped  from 
10,000  to  335,  since  everyone  who  attended 
the  University  knew  that  even  the  cloth- 
ing on  his  back  was  unsafe.  Because  of 
the  meagre  attendance,  only  two  of  the 
eight  colleges  still  functioned.  The  lack  of 
funds  was  evident  from  the  exterior  since 
the  University  was  unable  to  pay  for  care- 
takers and  repair  men.  Broken  windows, 
framed  by  sagging  blinds,  stared  out  over 
the  bleak  and  uncut  lawn;  deep  ruts, 
where  unchecked  torrents  poured,  made 
campus  roads  impassable;  the  once  ex- 
cellent athletic  fields  were  now  great  mires 
of  mud.  It  seemed  that  the  end  was  near 
for  what  had  only  a short  time  before  been 
a flourishing  institute. 

Repercussions  of  the  wholesale  plunder- 
ing were  felt  throughout  the  state.  The 
treasury  had  almost  been  exhausted  by 
the  cost  of  replacing  the  stolen  property 
and  trying  to  apprehend  P.  M.  A mass 
exodus  of  the  population  was  in  process 
for  fear  that  the  dreaded  scourge  would 
engulf  them  also. 

The  “big  break”  came  a few  months  later 
when  the  “senior  police  officer”  was  shaken 
from  a deep  slumber  by  the  importunate 
ringing  of  his  telephone.  (He  claimed  the 
best  way  to  solve  a crime  was  to  think 
about  it  intensely  just  before  falling  asleep 
and  then  find  a solution  in  his  dream.)  He 
yawned  widely,  snatched  at  the  receiver, 
and  growled  a harsh  “hello.”  A suave  mas- 
culine voice  said,  “This  is  the  so-called  P. 
M.”  (The  cop’s  eyes  bulged;  his  eyes  fell 
open ; and  the  dentures  fell  to  the  floor  with 
a clatter.)  “I  hope  I’m  not  disturbing  you, 
but  I thought  I would  thank  you  for  the  ex- 
cellent cooperation  you  have  given  me  be- 
fore I take  my  departure.”  (The  cop’s  eyes 
flashed  fire  and  his  wrath  rose  on  hearing 
this.)  “You  see,  I started  my  life  of  crime 
as  a practical  joke.  But  gradually  the  joke 
became  a hobby,  the  hobby  a profession, 
and  the  profession  an  obsession,  so  that  I 
am  not  content  unless  I am  stealing  some- 
thing. You  might  call  me  a kleptomaniac.” 
(I  might  call  you  a lot  of  things,  he 
thought.)  “Pickings  have  become  so  poor 
here  that  I cannot  satisfy  my  wants,  and 
so  I’ll  be  moving  on  to  more  lucrative 
grounds,  though  I don’t  know  where  I shall 
find  such  gratifying  protection  of  the 
law.”  (His  face  flushed  an  even  deeper  red 
than  ordinarily.)  “Now  listen  carefully.  For 
your  cooperation,  I am  going  to  tell  you 
where  you  can  find  all  the  fruits  of  my 
labor  except  a few  hundred  thousand  dol- 
lars worth  of  easily  negotiated  valuables. 
You  can  find  it  in  the  boarded-up,  locked, 
and  disused  Political  Science  Building.  Do 
you  know  where  it  is?  Good  luck  and  happy 
crap-shooting.” 

The  cop,  stunned,  dropped  the  receiver 
and  reeled  backwards,  crushing  the  fallen 
dentures  beneath  his  elephantine  foot.  He 


quickly  summoned  his  colleague  from  the 
local  pool  hall,  and  armed  with  bazooka, 
tear  gas,  tommy-gun,  flame  thrower,  and 
an  arsenal  of  smaller  weapons,  fearlessly 
approached  the  designated  building.  Hav- 
ing scientifically  stalked  the  building  for 
six  hours,  they  had  just  taken  shelter  be- 
hind an  oak  tree  when  an  acorn  fell  and 
rattled  down  the  corrugated  metal  roof  of 
a nearby  shack.  Sure  that  they  had  been 
ambushed,  they  rushed  for  cover;  but  one 
of  them  tripped  over  his  cane,  and  hitting 
his  companion,  fell  to  the  ground  and  rolled 
interlocked  downhill.  The  two  emerged 
from  their  fall  torn,  bruised,  bleeding,  and 
humiliated  with  the  realization  that  they 
had  not  been  shot  at. 

RESUMING  their  stalking,  they  finally 
entered  the  building  and  found  it 
packed  to  the  ceiling  on  each  of  its  four 
floors  with  almost  every  conceivable  and 
movable  object:  mattresses,  clothing, 

plumbing,  books,  personal  effects,  portraits, 
chairs,  etc.  Articles  of  the  same  general 
classification  were  all  placed  together,  each 
one  being  carefully  labeled,  giving  the 
owner,  date,  and  place  taken.  Altogether, 
$18,653,879.46  worth  of  valuables  were  found 
in  the  building. 

The  two  men  notified  the  press  of  their 
find  and  fabricated  a story  for  the  injuries 
they  sustained  in  their  downhill  tumble. 
The  newspaper  extras  flooded  the  streets 
and  were  bought  wholesale.  It  was  re- 
ported, from  authoritative  sources,  that  the 
two  men,  who  had  worked  diligently  on 
the  case  from  the  beginning,  became  sus- 
picious when  they  heard  mysterious  sounds 
in  the  building.  They  entered  and  found 
P.  M.  at  work  sorting  his  loot.  As  they 
advanced,  unarmed,  he  expertly  shot  out 
the  legs  of  the  bottom  chair  of  a tier  of 
chairs,  which  fell,  trapping  the  officers  long 
enough  for  P.  M.  to  escape.  Although  they 
had  failed  to  capture  him,  the  cops  pre- 
dicted that  the  crime  wave  was  ended  be- 
cause P.  M.  would  probably  leave  the 
vicinity  for  good  after  having  been  identi- 
fied and  having  had  his  hideout  and  cache 
of  stolen  articles  discovered. 

Citizens  in  the  state  celebrated  that  night 
in  honor  of  their  liberation  from  fear  of 
P.  M.  The  two  policemen  were  hailed 
with  great  ovations  everywhere  and  were 
flooded  with  congratulations,  telegrams, 
and  contributions.  The  governor  thanked 
them  in  person  for  their  “heroism  above  the 
call  of  duty.”  The  population  drifted  slow- 
ly back  to  the  state;  the  treasury  in- 
creased; and  the  legislature  voted  $10,000 
reward  to  each  man.  The  University  was 
revived,  the  recovered  property  restored 
to  its  owners,  and  the  buildings  renovated. 
Two  of  those  buildings  today  bear  the 
names  of  the  two  unselfish,  conscientious, 
daring  geniuses  who  solved  a mystery  that 
threatened  to  destroy  the  University  com- 
pletely. 

Nothing  else  was  ever  heard  from  P. 
M.,  but  you’d  better  keep  your  eyes  open. 
He  might  still  be  obsessed,  and  he  has  an 
eye  for  cops. 

— If  arren  Usher 
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They  Came 
Out  of  the  East 


by  S.  L.  Whitehead 


THE  YOUNG  CAPTAIN  walked 
alone  through  the  camp.  His  sol- 
diers lay  everywhere, — lost  in  the  void 
of  dreamless  sleep.  They  were  as 
they  had  fallen — rigid,  unmoving,  ex- 
hausted. Gradually,  he  worked  his 
way  to  the  outer  perimeter  of  the 
circle. 

Abruptly,  he  was  challenged.  Ad- 
vancing, he  gave  the  countersign,  re- 
turned the  sentry’s  salute  and  passed 
on.  The  noises  of  the  spring  night 
welled  up  about  him:  the  sibilent 
passage  of  the  wind  through  the  trees, 
the  melody  of  a nightingale,  the  coun- 
tering cacophony  of  the  insects;  but 
he  did  not  hear.  His  mind  had  severed 
all  contact  with  the  outside.  Only  the 
brain  kept  vigilance  and  guided  him 
now,  as  it  had  since  that  moment  when 
he  had  risen  from  his  blankets,  donned 
his  helmet,  and  left  his  tent  to  wander 
out  among  the  slumbering  men.  Only 
the  brain  had  received  a sentry’s 
challenge  and  had  flashed  signals  of 
reply  to  the  captain’s  numbed  body. 

His  name  was  Marc.  War  was  his 
business,  and  he  liked  his  work;  only 
this  time  the  competition  was  tougher 
than  most,  and  the  captain  was  dis- 
couraged. The  armies  of  the  West  had 
been  retreating  for  months  and  now 
they  had  reached  the  point  where  they 
must  turn  and  fight — or  their  civiliza- 
tion would  surely  perish  before  the 
rapacious  hordes  out  of  the  East. 

He  thought  of  the  great  city  which 
lay  to  the  south;  it  was  an  old,  proud 
city.  It  had  never  been  humbled,  but 
Marc  wondered  what  the  next  night 
would  bring.  He  thought  of  his  wife 
and  child,  and  he  prayed  for  their 
safety.  If  only  these  hills  could  be  de- 
fended until  Portia  and  the  boy  and  all 
the  other  mothers  and  children  would 
he  able  to  escape  into  the  wilderness 
which  encroached  on  the  southern  ap- 


proaches of  the  city.  In  those  dark 
forests  they  would  be  safe — from  the 
human  enemy  at  any  rate. 

ONE  BOOTED  FOOT  struck  and 
caught  on  a soft,  yielding  mass 
huddled  in  the  underbrush,  and  Marc 
fell  heavily  against  the  trunk  of  a 
pine.  The  rough  bark  lacerated  his 
clawing  fingers  as  he  automatically 
stretched  out  his  arms  to  absorb  the 


shock.  Like  a blind  man,  he  hugged 
the  serrated  mast.  And  slowly,  realiza- 
tion, spawned  by  pain  in  his  torn 
hands,  returned.  He  pushed  away  from 
the  tree  and  stood  erect;  blood  was 
flowing,  warm  and  thick,  from  tears 
the  bark  had  made  in  his  fingers  and 
palms.  One  finger  groped  and  loosened 
the  helmet  chin-strap. 

The  captain  turned  and  looked  upon 
that  which  had  tripped  him. 
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Here  was  the  enemy  — 

•/ 

ilea«K  but  frightening  even  in  ileal  li 


It  was  a man.  More  correctly,  it  had 
once  been  a man.  Moonlight  revealed 
the  small,  ugly  body,  crushed  against 
the  earth. 

The  goatskin  cap  with  its  curious 
peak  and  earflaps  had  rolled  off  the 
shaven  head ; almond  shaped  orbs 
glared  blackly  up  at  the  officer,  a short, 

It  was  a man.  More  correctly,  it  had 
once  been  a man.  yy 


splayed  nose  was  undergrown  by  rope- 
like mustaches,  coiling  limply  in  a 
frame  about  the  mouth-slit.  On  either 
side  of  the  narrow  skull,  cropped  ears 
pointed. 

Rags,  evidently  once  quilted  as  pro- 
tection against  extreme  cold,  clothed 
the  short  torso. 

The  limbs  were  evidently  broken  in 
many  places,  for  they  lacked  any 
semblance  of  normal  form.  And  where 


its  chest  should  have  been,  only  a 
shadowy  crater  yawned,  rimmed  by 
splintered  sections  of  the  rib-cage. 
Blood  formed  a black  jelly  immedi- 
ately about  the  body. 

HERE  WAS  THE  ENEMY,  dead, 
but  frightening  even  in  death. 
Out  of  the  East,  had  come  this  crea- 
ture ; to  kill  and  destroy,  seemingly  for 
the  pleasure  such  acts  afforded. 

Marc  remembered  the  survivors  he 
had  seen  when  the  Army  had  liberated 
(temporarily  at  least)  certain  towns 
which  were  to  the  North  which  had 
been  in  the  hands  of  the  invading 
hordes.  He  thought  of  the  survivors 
and  their  stories  and  prayed  again  for 
the  city  he  was  defending. 

But  he  did  not  believe  that  the 
prayer  would  save  the  city.  He  did  not 
believe  that  anything  could  save  it, 
now.  He  had  fought  the  enemy  too 
long.  He  had  seen  them  attack  a fortifi- 
cation again  and  again  in  frontal 
waves  until  each  succeeding  wave 
climbed  over  hills  of  their  own  dead 
to  eventually  conquer.  Like  a powerful 
tide,  they  were  irresistible;  nothing 
could  stop  them.  So  thought  Marc  as 
he  stood  over  the  ruined  cadaver  of  an 
enemy  soldier.  So  thought  Marc  as  he 
retraced  his  steps  to  camp  and  the  tent 
where  he  awaited  another  attack  only 
a few  hours  away.  He  was  an  able  and 
courageous  man,  this  captain;  but  he 
had  been  retreating  too  long.  . . . 

Yet,  on  that  spring  night  in  the 
year  451  A.  D.,  Centurian  Marcus 
Aurelius  despaired  of  a victory  still 
to  be  his ! For  the  Huns,  led  by  Attila, 
retreated  whence  they  had  come  that 
very  year;  and  with  his  death,  their 
power  was  no  more. 

The  city  that  Marcus  believed  to  be 
doomed  was  never  conquered.  It  is 
called  Rome! — S.  L.  Whitehead 
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-but  Cigars  are 
a .Man's  Smoke! 


"'Diamonds  are 
a girls  best  -friend  - 


You  need  not  inhale 
to  enjoy  a cigar! 


CIGAR  INSTITUTE  OF  AMERICA,  INC. 

'Diamonds  Are  a Girl's  Best  Friend"  from  “ Gentlemen  Prefer  Blondes" 


Yuks 

We  just  dug  up  this  one  about  an 
elderly  Britisher  and  an  American 
in  a sporting  club: 

A:  “Care  for  a game  of  check- 
ers?” 

B:  “No.  Tried  it  once  and  didn’t 
like  it.” 

A:  “Care  for  a game  of  chess?” 
B:  “No.  Tried  it  once  and  didn’t 
like  it.” 

A:  “Care  for  a game  of  tennis?” 
B:  “No,  but  my  son  will  play 
tennis  with  you.” 

A:  “Your  only  son,  I presume.” 


Adam  and  Eve  were  the  first 
bookkeepers  ■ — - they  invented  the 
loose  leaf  system. 


One  icy  day  in  Antartica,  Charlie 
the  Penquin  received  a letter  from 
Mabel,  his  female  friend: 

Dear  Charlie, 

We  should  have  been  more  care- 
ful for  I am  with  Byrd. 

Love, 

Mabel 


“I  didn’t  raise  my  daughter  to  be 
fiddled  with!”  said  the  pussy  cat  as 
she  rescued  her  kitten  from  the 
violin  factory. 


Psychologist:  “I  suppose  you  and 
your  husband  worry  a lot  because 
you  haven’t  any  children?” 

Bride,  shyly:  “Oh,  yes.  We  spend 
many  sleepless  nights  over  it.” 


“Carry  your  bag,  sir?” 
“No.  Let  her  walk.” 


Mom  and  Pop  welcome  you  to 

cMailq,w.aa&  9n*t 

Fine  foods  and  beverages 
“On  the  Blvd.  at  Berwyn” 
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Yuckey  Yueks 


Statistics  show  that  Yale  grads 
have  1.3  children,  while  Vassar 
grads  have  1.7.  It  merely  goes  to 
show  that  women  have  more  chil- 
dren than  men. 


A transport  had  been  sunk  and 
several  life-boats  were  cruising 
about  the  surrounding  waters  pick- 
ing up  survivors.  A completely  bald- 
headed  sailor  popped  up  alongside 
one  of  the  boats.  One  of  the  Irish- 
men manning  the  oars  spotted  him 
and  with  a snort  of  rage,  brought 
his  oar  down  smack  on  the  bald 
man’s  pate.  “This  is  no  time  for 
fooling,”  he  said,  “go  down  and 
Come  up  straight.” 


A friend  was  taking  shots  for  a 
cold — but  his  wife  caught  him  and 
took  the  bottle  away. 


'/y on&gh&n- 


Teacher — "Now,  Johnny,  if  I lay 
two  eggs  here  and  three  over  there, 
how  many  will  there  be  all  to- 
gether?” 

Johnny  — “Personally,  I don’t 
think  you  can  do  it.” 


Papa  rabbit  noticed  with  some  in- 
terest that  his  young  son  was  look- 
ing uncommonly  contented  with 
life.  “What  makes  junior  so 
happy?”  he  asked  mama  rabbit 
when  they  were  alone.  “He  had  a 
great  day  in  school,”  she  explained, 
“he  learned  to  multiply.” 


“Here’s  where  I cut  a good  fig- 
ure,” said  the  college  girl,  as  she  sat 
on  a broken  bottle. 


Platonic  love  is  like  being  invited 
down  to  the  cellar  for  a bottle  of 
ginger  ale. 


(Advertisement) 

ATTENTION  UPPER  CLASSMEN!  Do  you  he-men  know  how  to  smoke 
a cigar  properly?  Are  you  sometimes  mistaken  for  an  Indian  smoke 
signal?  Do  you  inhale  and  turn  green?  Well,  here  are  five  tips  for 
the  tyro  tycoons  among  you,  guaranteed  to  add  panetella  pleasure: 

1.  There's  no  need  to  bite  off  the  end  of  your  cigar  to  prepare  it  for 
light.  Merely  pinch  the  end  gently  and  you  will  create  an  air  vent. 

2.  Light  your  cigar  with  the  heat  rather  than  with  the  flame  of  match 
or  lighter. 

3.  You  need  not  inhale  to  enjoy  a cigar. 

4.  A long  ash  makes  a cigar  smoke  cooler,  last  longer.  Let  it  grow. 

5.  Smoke  slowly;  avoid  fast  and  furious  puffing. 

(Ed.  Note:  And  if  it's  an  expensive  cigar,  keep  the  band  on  it!) 


Travel  and  study  abroad  this  summer 

You  can  earn  full  credits  on  an  all-expense, 
university-sponsored  study  tour  via  TWA 


Now’s  the  time  to  start  planning  for 
one  of  the  most  interesting  and  profit- 
able summers  you’ve  ever  spent . . . 
sightseeing  and  studying  in  Europe 
while  you  earn  full  university  credits. 
Again  in  1951,  TWA  will  participate 
in  the  tours  that  proved  so  popular  for 
the  past  three  years ...  in  cooperation 


with  the  “Institute  of  University 
Studies  Abroad.”  And  you’ll  have  a 
chance  to  learn  at  first  hand  the  new 
concept  of  air-age  geography  . . . trav- 
eling by  luxurious  TWA  Skyliner.  Re- 
member, half  your  time  will  be  devot- 
ed to  touring  Europe  and  the  other  half 
in  residence  study  as  indicated  below. 


Look  at  this  list  of  study-tours  being  planned  for  this  summer  (from 
four  to  nine  weeks  abroad),  and  check  the  ones  that  interest  you: 

□ SWITZERLAND  □ University  of  Geneva 

June  18 — □ University  of  Zurich,  School  for  European  Studies 

August  20  q Fribourg  Catholic  University 
□ Swiss  Camps  for  Teen-agers 

□ FRANCE  Sorbonne  (Paris) 

□ ENGLAND  University  of  Oxford  (15-day  course,  lecture,  no  credit; 

G IRELAND  University  College,  Dublin 

□ SPAIN  Madrid 

□ ITALY  Perugia 

□ INDIA  "India  and  Problems  of  the  Orient,"  including  Cairo  visit,  a 6-week 
tour 

□ GENERAL  EUROPEAN  Study  and  Travel  Tour  (No  residence) 


Across  the  US.  and  overseas . . . 

you  can  depend  ortSZ% 


| John  H.  Furbay,  Ph.D.,  Director  TWA  Air  World  Education  Service 
■ 80  East  42nd  St.,  New  York  17,  N.  Y. 

I Please  put  me  on  your  list  to  receive  detailed  information  about  studv 
I tours  via  TWA  indicated  above,  to  be  sent  as  soon  as  available. 


I Name Position 

| Address 

J City Zone State Phone  No. 


America’s  flavorite 
from  coast  to  coast 

yr,  > 


ly  O* 


Can  you  beat  this?  *100  in  cash  prizes 

Rules  on  this  page  or  elsewhere  in  this  issue 

LIFE  SAVERS  CONTEST  RULES 

1.  Pair  up  actual  U.  S.  town  names.  Examples:  From  RYE.  N.  1 ..  to 
BOURBON,  Ind.  From  SOFT  SHELL,  Ky.,  to  LITTLE  CRAB.  Tcnn. 
Send  as  many  pairings  as  you  like. 

2.  The  odder  the  names— and  the  more  amusing  the  relationship 
between  the  two— the  better  your  chances  will  be. 

3.  First  prize  winner  will  be  sent  $50.  Second  prize  $25.  third  prize 
$10  and  three  $5  prizes.  1st  contest  eloses  Mareli  31st.  1951.  All 
entries  beeonie  the  property  of  Life  Savers,  and  prize-winning  com- 
binations may  be  used  in  future  advertisements,  together  with  the 
names  of  the  winners.  In  case  of  ties  duplicate  prizes  will  be 
awarded.  Simply  mail  your  entry  to  LIFE  SAYERS,  PORT 
CHESTER,  N.  Y. 
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(joining  Attractions 

A summary  of  the  social  and 
sports  events  at  College  Park 
from  now  until  the  next  issue  of 
the  OLD  LINE. 

SOCIAL 

February 

Clef  and  Key  Operetta  26-March  3 

March 


Junior  Prom  (Tentative)  - - 2 

Religion  in  Life  Week  - - - 2-7 

Military  Ball 10 

Dormitory  Dances  - - - - 16 

Freshman  Prom 17 


Easter  Vacation  - - - - 23-26 

Sophomore  Prom  - - - - 30 

SPORTS 

February 

Basketball:  Richmond  - - - 21 

Basketball:  George  Washington  23 
Gymnastic:  North  Carolina  - 23 

Basketball:  V.  M.  I.  ...  24 

Boxing:  Army 24 

Wrestling:  The  Citadel  - - - 24 

Gymnastic:  Duke  - - - - 24 

Rifle:  D.  C.  Championships  - 24 

March 

Gymnastic:  D.  C.  A.A.U.  - - 3 

Rifle:  Penn  State  - - - - 3 

Boxing:  Michigan  State  - - 3 

Boxing:  South  Carolina  - - 9 

Gymnastic:  North  Carolina  - 10 

Boxing:  The  Citadel  - - - 16 

Gymnastic:  Duke  - - - - 17 


Bigamist — One  who  loves  not 
wisely  but  two  well. 


CLIP  THIS!  IT'S  WORTH  MONEY! 


r' 


/Ik 


JP 

ill/" 


Twentieth  Century-Fox 
presents 


kk 


er 


U of  M 


Special  Student' 6. 

PRIVILEGE  DISCOUNT  CARD 

This  coupon  and  40c  (tax  incl.)  paid  at  the  box 
office,  will  admit  the  BEARER,  a student,  to 

'li/aibi+ipoei  Showing, 
at  the 

DUPONT  THEATRE 

1332  CONNECTICUT  AVE. 

MONDAY  thru  SATURDAY 

(Except  Holidays)  from  1 P.M.  to  5 P.M. 

Beginning  March  2nd 


arthur  rubinstein  • nadine  Conner  ian  peerce*  jascha  heifetz 

dimitri  mitropoulos  conducting  the  philharmonic-symphony  orchestra  of  New  York 


of 
men 
and 
musit 


9J 


FASANKO  MOTORS 


for  CHRYSLER  and  PLYMOUTH 


• SALES 

• SERVICE 


UNion  8700 


College  Park,  Maryland 


YOU  NAME  IT... 
WE  HAVE  IT! 

The  next  time  you  need  any  dry  goods 
or  notions  . . . 

Phone  — WArfield  3893 


COLLEGE  PARK  VARIETY  STORE 

319  Balto.  Blvd.,  College  Park 


Riverdale  Shoe  Repair 

6241  BALTIMORE  BLVD. 


AFTER  THE  GAME  . . . 

AFTER  THE  DANCE  . . . 

ute  nevel  claie. ! 

Home  baked  pies  and  rolls 
are  our  specialty. 

Park  College  Diner 

A little  north  on  the  Blvd. 


Her  name  is  Barbara  Lunn  and 
her  Kappa  Delta  Sorority  sisters 
call  her  "Muscles."  Her  eyes  are 
Blue-Green-Gray  she  says,  but 
they  are  only  gray  when  she  gets 
real  mad.  Barbara  is  a Freshman 
Psychology  major  in  A&S.  She  was 
born  in  Rochester,  New  York  and 
graduated  from  high  school  in 
Tokyo,  Japan,  where  her  father 
was  an  attorney. 
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Campus  Interviews  on  Cigarette  Tests 

Number  5... the  opossum 


THE  class  clown  went  out  on  a limb  and  tried  to  prove  cigarette 
mildness  by  tbe  quick-trick  method!  He  tried  the  fast  puff 
and  buff  test— a whiff,  a sniff— and  they  still  left  him  up  in  the  air! 
But  then  he  got  his  feet  on  the  ground.  He  learned  that  there 
is  a reliable  way  to  discover  how  mild  a cigarette  can  be ! 

And  that  test  is  . . . 

The  sensible  test . . . the  30-Day  Camel  Mildness  Test  which  simply 
asks  you  to  try  Camels  as  a steady  smoke— on  a pack  after  pack, 
day  after  day  basis.  No  snap  judgments  needed.  After  you’ve 
enjoyed  Camels  — and  only  Camels— for  30  days  in  your  “T-Zone” 

(T  for  Throat,  T for  Taste),  we  believe  you’ll  know  why  . . . 


More  People  Smoke  Camels 

than  any  other  tigarettel 
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on  this  issue 


Don't  be 
April  Foolish! 

APRIL  FOOL’S  DAY  is  almost  upon  us,  and  it  would  be  fool- 
hardy to  think  that  the  Old  Line  would  be  foolish  enough  to  let 
this  day  go  by  without  making  a few  references  to  the  Great 
Day  that  is  coming.  So  it  is  that  we  present  our  contribution  to 
the  nuttiness  that  generally  pervades  the  first  day  of  April.  And 
although  the  calendar  people  tried  to  ruin  our  observance  by  plac- 
ing April  first  on  a Sunday,  we  fooled  ’em  by  coming  out  ahead 
of  time. 

The  cover  this  time  is  another  of  Bernie  Gagnon’s  creations, 
and  the  people  who  have  seen  it  think  it’s  the  greatest. 

Since  April  Fool’s  Day  is  supposed  to  be  a day  for  practical 
jokes,  fun,  and  general  hellraisin’,  we  tried  to  place  nothing  in 
this  issue  which  would  make  its  readers  think  or  even  want  to 
think.  We  open  up  this  issue  with  a very  luscious  young  lady  who 
those  who  know  her  best  say  is  every  bit  as  good  looking  as  her 
picture  indicates. 

Even  though  a slight  touch  of  morbidity  might  be  gained  from 
Bernie  Gagnon’s  drawing,  "Draft  Conscious,”  it  is  very  consoling 
to  be  assured  that  there  is  a way  out.  But  there  are  several  ways 
in,  our  draft  board  warns  us. 

And  then  Allen  Scott  gives  forth  with  one  of  his  fables,  which 
we  hope,  is  more  understood  than  his  last  selection  on  Dixieland 
was.  For  those  frustrated  BPA  students,  especially  those  laboring 
through  Econ.  32,  the  Old  Line  offers  some  proposals,  penned  in 
their  own  tongue.  A Federal  Sex  Life  Commission  would  be  a 
bureaucratic  blessing,  don’t  you  think? 

In  the  middle  of  the  issue  is  something  hiding  from  Amendment 
2.  We  don’t  recommend  it. 

But  for  the  remainder  of  this  issue  we  are  happy  to  present  a 
department  that  was  neglected  last  time — the  jokes.  We  have  multi 
chuckles  this  issue.  We  hope  you  think  they  are  funny. 

And  there  you  are,  you  foolish  people  who  read  this  foolish 
publication  on  the  eve  of  April  Fool’s  Day.  Anyhow,  many  happy 
returns. 


APRIL  ISSUE  The  OLD  LINE 


ALLA-KA-ZAM!  As  any  April  fool 
can  see,  this  campus  Miss  com- 
bines all  the  rarer  qualities  of  Ava 
Gardner,  Cleopatra  and  the  Ma- 
donna. Her  name  is  Marina  Rois, 
she's  5'7"  tall,  weighs  128  lbs.,  has 
brown  hair  and  brown  eyes,  and  is 
a member  of  Alpha  Omicron  Pi.  A 
Senior  in  A&S,  Marina  is  an  ac- 
complished linguist  (she  speaks  four 
languages).  She  hopes  to  combine 
travel  and  interpreting  after  grad- 
uation. 

(Note:  save  your  nickels  boys — 
^ she's  pinned  to  one  Hal  Broderick) 

Photo  by  Jim  Hansen 
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Students’  Choice 
for  eighty-five  years 

★ 


Special  Offer ! 

This  ad  and  one  dollar 
w ill  buy  one  private  dance 
lesson. 

Phone  SI. itf o 0703  now ! 

HERB  LOCKETT 
DANCE  STUDIO 

J5209  Fenton  St.,  Silver  Spring,  Md. 


PRINCE  GEORGES 
BANK  AND  TRUST 
COMPANY 

College  Park  Office 
4513  COLLEGE  AVENUE 
WArfield  5111 

Complete  Banking  Services 

• Checking  Accounts 

• Auto  Loans 

• Personal  Loans 

• Savings  Accounts 

• Hours 

Weekdays — 8:30-1 :00 
Re-opens  Fri.  4:00-5:30 
Saturday — 8:30- 1 2 :00 

Established  1915 

Member  Federal  Deposit 
Insurance  Corporation 
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WELL  DON'T  WORRY  ABOUT  IT 
HERE  ARE  SIX  GOOD  WAYS  TO  BECOME  A AF  FELLER 

1 


ANY  OLD  LEAKY 
SPIGOT 


X w? 1 

X 
6 


WATER 

supply 


(E)  TJhis  is  an 

OLD  ONE 
KNOWN  ASTHE 
(gHINESE  TORTURE, 
IT  HAS  BEEN 
GUARANTEED  TO 
MAKE  IT'S  VICTIM 
A ONE  HUNDRED 
PER  CENT  BABBLING 
IDIOT.  yOU  DONT HAVE 
TO  BE  AN  EINSTEIN 
TO  GET  DRAFTED - 
BUT  THEY  DON'T 
WANT  IDIOTS  EITHER 
CATCH  ?// 


Trigger  Htch 


EVERVONE  HAS  AN  ITCHY 
TRIGGER  FINGER  SO  WHY 
NOT  PUT  IT  TO  WORK.  TO 
BE  DRAFTED,  ONE  MUST 
*BE  ABLE  TO  HEAR  WELL . IF 
ONE'S  EARDRUMS  ARE. 
PIERCED  THEN  UNCLE 
SAM  DOES  NOT  WANT  ONE  . 

■result:  one  is  ^f. 


@The  /AfhcheStomp  - THIS  15 

SIMPLY  A . ..  -PULVERIZING 

METHOD  IN  ...//  WHICH 

J*W&*>*  YOU., 


LAY 

ON  YOUR 
BACK  TO 
GET  THE  PROPER  TREATMENT. 

YOU  WILL  FIND  MANY  OF  YOUR  FRIENDS 
WILLING  TO  HELP  YOU  ...  BE  WISE 

And  chose  those  only  that  are  fat. 

you 'LL  SURELY  NEVER  PASS  A 
PHYSICAL  AFTER. 

$ 


@ The  Sledge  (Hammer  Sim- 

IT  IS  A WELL  KNOWN  f-  e||\^  ^ 


FACT  THAT  OLD 
UNCLE  SAM 
ALSO  REQUIRES  AT 
LEAST  ONE  UPPER 
AND  ONE  LOWER. 

BY  HAVING  A 
TRUE  FRIEND  APPLY 
THE  LITTLE  PROCEDURE’ 
AS  DEMONSTRATED, 
you  CAN  BE  SURE 
THAT  YOU'LL  HAVE 
NEITHER...  v 


v_ 


(g)  Accordion  /Arches - 

V*7H£y  MAKE  Np  BONES  ABOUT  IT 


© 1RIGGER  TRIMMIN'S  (A  LR  CUT) 


LAST  BUT  NOT 
LEAST. . 


A FIAT  FOOTED 
GUY  IS  OUT. 
TO  GET  TH  IS 
WAV,  ALL 

you  HAVE 

TO  DO  is 
TO  GO 
AROUND 
JUMPING  OFF 
VERY  HIGH 

Buildings. 


\T  IS  ALSO 
IMPORTANT 
TO  NOTE  THAT 
THIS  MAY  CREATE 
REMARKABLE 
CHANGES  IN 
VOUR  STATURE - 
Not  TO  MENTION 
VOUR  WARDROBE 
REQUIREMENTS. 


PLERSE 

>£  BLADE 
FF  AFTER. 
USIMG 


OLD 
PftPEfc 
GUTTER 
WILL  00 


THE  ONE  WHERE  YOU  GET  RID  OF 
TH  AT  " FRONT  LINE^FINGER  / ALL  YOU 
NEED  IS  MORE  DAMN  GUTS  THAN  A 
GRASSHOPPER/ 


4BERN>E  GAGNON  U 
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1,  ore9s  Labor 
Wasn't  Lost 

X%  inkio  learned 
to  like  baseball,  parlies,  drink- 
ing beer,  anil  being  kissed 


l»v  Allen  Senll 


«NE  SPRING  VACATION,  a wise 
young  man  from  college  returned 
to  his  home  town  to  gaze  upon  the 
haunts  of  his  youth  and  to  present  his 
views  of  life  to  the  town. 

The  wise  young  man,  a senior  in  the 
school  of  business,  came  tastefully  at- 
tired in  his  campus  uniform  of  grey 
flannel,  oxford  cloth  button-down 
shirt,  black  knitted  tie,  and  white 
bucks.  He  was  warmly  received  by  his 
family,  who  all  thought  that  he  was 
indeed  a very  wise  young  man. 

On  his  first  evening  at  home,  the 
wise  young  man  visited  the  home  of  a 
friend,  where  he  dined,  watched  tele- 
vision, sipped  fine  Madeira,  and  told 
how  he  could  solve  the  problems  of  the 
world. 

Before  the  close  of  the  evening,  the 
wise  young  man  accepted  the  offer  of 
his  host  to  attend  a party  the  next 
evening  and  agreed  to  take  as  his  com- 
panion a young  lady  to  be  chosen  by 
the  host. 

The  next  evening,  the  wise  young 
man  exchanged  his  black  tie  for  a 
striped  red  cravat  and  went  to  meet 
his  companion. 

As  his  host  introduced  the  young 
lady  to  him,  the  keen,  college-trained 
mind  of  the  wise  young  man  perceived 
that  his  companion  was  attractive, 
well  dressed  and  well  proportioned  and 


that  she  possessed  a low,  soothing 
voice. 

The  name  of  the  young  lady  was 
Fran  Worker,  and  she  told  the  wise 
young  man  that  she  preferred  to  be 
called  Fran,  although  her  complete 
name  was  Frances  Abigail. 

“My  name  is  Thomas  Archibald 
Winkblinken  III,  and  you  may  call  me 
Thomas,”  the  wise  young  man  said. 
“My  great-great-grandfather  was  Sir 
Hector  Winkblinken,  the  noted  author- 
ity on  the  construction  of  birch  bark 


canoes.  Since  Sir  Hector’s  time,  the 
family  has  concerned  itself  with  the 
world  of  finance,  and  I must  take  my 
place  in  the  dynasty  within  a few 
months,”  Thomas  Archibald  Wink- 
blinken III  continued. 

“That  sounds  incredibly  stuffy,” 
Fran  said.  “I  don’t  believe  I will  call 
you  Thomas  at  all.  Winkie  seems  to  be 
much  more  appropriate.” 

Despite  being  called  Winkie,  the  wise 
young  man  decided  four  hours  later 
that  he  had  spent  a very  enjoyable 
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evening.  He  learned  many  strange 
things,  some  of  which  alarmed  him. 
Thomas  Archibald  Winkblinken  III 
learned  that  although  Fran  Worker 
had  never  attended  college,  she  was 
indeed  a very  wise  girl,  equally  as  in- 
teresting and  attractive  as  the  coeds 
he  had  seen  about  the  campus. 

THE  WISE  YOUNG  man  also 
learned  that  being  called  Winkie 
wasn’t  nearly  as  distasteful  as  he  had 
imagined  it  would  be,  especially  when 
“Winkie”  was  intoned  in  a low,  sooth- 
ing voice. 

During  the  remaining  four  days  of 
the  vacation,  Winkie  saw  Fran  three 
more  times,  and  was  perturbed  when 
she  refused  a fourth  invitation,  ex- 
plaining that  she  had  another  engage- 
ment. At  the  end  of  the  vacation, 
Thomas  Archibald  Winkblinken  III 
returned  to  his  studies  at  the  school 
of  business  where  he  attempted  to 
bury  himself  in  piles  of  profit  and  loss 
statements,  corporation  law  cases, 
and  books  of  financial  statements. 

After  two  weeks  passed,  the  wise 
young  man  examined  his  text  books 
and  found  the  margins  doodled  with 
the  letters  W-I-N-K-I-E. 

In  an  effort  to  save  the  margins  of 
his  textbooks  and  to  improve  his  con- 
centration on  financial  matters, 


Thomas  Archibald  Winkblinken  III  de- 
cided to  invite  Fran  Worker  to  visit 
the  college  for  a week-end. 

Fran  accepted  Winkie’s  invitation 
with  a very  proper  and  grammatically 
correct  note  which  announced  that  she 
would  visit  him  the  very  next  week- 
end. 

In  planning  the  week-end  activities, 
Thomas  Archibald  Winkblinken  III 
selected  an  operatic  recital,  a lecture 
on  the  Federal  Reserve  System,  and  an 
open  forum  on  the  Power  of  Great  Big 
Steel  as  the  necessities  for  the  social 
week-end. 

When  Fran  arrived  at  the  campus 
two  days  later,  Winkie  found  himself 
attending  a baseball  game,  a formal 
dance,  and  a beer  party. 

After  Fran’s  departure  on  Sunday 
evening,  Thomas  Archibald  Wink- 
blinken III  found  that  he  liked  (1)  the 
batting  stance  of  the  college  shortstop, 
(2)  intermission  parties  at  formal 
dances,  (3)  the  singing  and  the  in- 
teresting people  one  meets  at  beer 
parties,  and  (4)  being  kissed. 

BY  THE  NEXT  TUESDAY, 
W-I-N-K-I-E  again  filled  the  mar- 
gins of  the  textbooks,  and  Fran’s  voice 
over  the  long  distance  phone  said  she 
would  be  glad  to  visit  the  campus 
again,  this  coming  week-end. 


Week-ends  followed  doodles,  bring- 
ing many  new  experiences  for  the  wise 
young  man  and  for  Fran.  In  May,  the 
week-ends  brought  a ring. 

During  the  week-ends,  Winkie  dis- 
covered movies,  pizza  pie,  jazz,  H.  Al- 
len Smith,  love  and  the  advertising 
business.  Fran,  who  already  knew 
about  the  advertising  business  (being 
a copy  writer),  learned  about  opera, 
caviar,  Beethoven,  T.  S.  Eliot  and  cor- 
poration finance.  She  already  knew 
something  about  love. 

In  June,  Thomas  Archibald  Wink- 
blinken III  graduated,  magna  cum 
laude,  from  the  business  school  of  the 
college,  spurned  his  family's  offer  to 
accept  a vice-presidency  in  Wink- 
blinken & Winkblinken  and  became  an 
advertising  salesman  in  the  firm  which 
employed  Fran. 

Six  months  later,  a wise  young  man, 
attired  in  morning  coat  and  striped 
trousers,  nervously  practiced  a hesita- 
tion march  step  in  the  ante-room  of  a 
church  while  a friend  ascertained  for 
the  thirteenth  time  that  a small  band 
of  gold  was  still  in  his  pocket. 

The  wise  young  man  wondered  how 
all  of  these  wonderful  events  had 
transpired.  Some  blocks  away,  a still 
wiser  person,  dressed  in  white  satin, 
smiled  and  murmured  “Winkie.” 

Moral:  l)o  not  urite  in  the  mar- 
gins of  your  textbooks. 
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PROPOSALS 

for  the  amelioration  of  certain  monopolistic 
conditions  and  other  imperfectly  competitive 
situations  by  the  establishment  of 

THE  FEDERAL 
SEX  LIFE  COMMISSION 


For  nearly  seventy-five 

years  it  has  been  American  cus- 
tom to  establish  regulatory  commis- 
sions with  jurisdiction  over  those  por- 
tions of  the  economy  where  competi- 
tion is  either  impossible  or  undesirable. 
Competition  between  public  utilities 
and  between  transportation  companies 
has  generally  been  considered  anti- 
social. It  has  led  to  unwholesome 
monopolistic  conditions.  As  a result, 
federal  and  state  regulatory  bodies 
have  been  established  to  govern  these 
industries. 

We  submit  that  in  the  field  of  human 
sex-life,  competition  as  it  currently 
exists  is  an  anti-social  force  that  has 
led  to  imperfectly  competitive  and 
monopolistic  abuses.  We  propose  estab- 
lishment of  The  Federal  Sex-Life  Com- 
mission in  three  divisions,  as  follows: 


Divi 


One 


7V  S A RESULT  of  competition  in  sex- 
xA.  life,  there  has  arisen  a tendency 
for  the  most  fascinating  females  to  be 
withdrawn  from  circulation  through 
marriage,  engagement,  pinning  or 
other  such  monopolistic  devices  at 
relatively  early  ages.  Women  of  small 
fascination  are  left  in  circulation  to 
advanced  ages,  even  indefinitely.  The 


age  at  which  women  become  monopo- 
lized has  tended  to  be  inversely  propor- 
tional to  their  degree  of  fascination. 
This  situation  is  absolutely  perverse, 
the  exact  antithesis  of  the  socially  de- 
sirable norm.  Maximum  welfare  of  all 
mankind  could  be  achieved  through 
having  the  most  fascinating  females 
in  circulation  for  the  longest  periods. 
Consequently,  Division  One  of  the 
Federal  Sex-Life  Commission  should 
be  authorized  to  issue  to  each  woman 
an  index  number  of  fascination,  rang- 
ing to  a maximum  of,  say,  30.  The 
number  would  be  directly  proportional 
to  her  fascination  and  would  represent 
the  minimum  age  at  which  she  might 
be  pinned,  engaged,  married,  or  other- 
wise monopolized.  For  some  young 
ladies,  the  index  number  would  be  so 
low  that  the  only  relevant  considera- 
tion would  be  the  local  school-leaving 
age. 
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spend  their  walking  hours  in  sun  suits, 
and  some  would  be  able  to  appear  pub- 
licly only  in  formal  dress,  but  such 
extremes  would  be  relatively  rare. 

Division  Three 


Partial  certification  would  be  the  more 
general  case.  For  instance,  many 
women  might  well  be  certificated  for 
a vocabulary  on  dates  of:  “Yes,”  “No,” 
“Oh,”  “I  see,”  “Really?”  and  “Hmmm.” 
Still  others  might  be  certificated  only 
for  the  word  “Yes”  to  be  uttered  under 
a variety  of  specified  conditions. 

MEMBERS  of  the  Federal  Sex-Life 
Commission  and  the  examiners 
in  its  employ  should  be  protected  by 
the  usual  provisions  of  payment  and 
tenure  such  as  apply  to  the  Interstate 
Commerce  Commission,  the  Federal 
Trade  Commission  and  the  Federal 
Power  Commission.  As  usual,  com- 
plete impartiality  and  lack  of  conflict- 
ing interests  should  be  demanded. 
Constitutional  and  statutory  obstacles 
should  be  resolved  without  difficulty 
in  light  of  the  Supreme  Court’s  finding 
in  Nebbia  v.  New  York,  291  U.  S.  502 
(1934). 


A SECOND  ANTI-SOCIAL  facet  of 
modern  life  to  be  treated  by  the 
Commission  would  be  the  problem  of 
skirt  lengths.  At  present,  the  hem-to- 
floor  distance  is  arbitrarily  established 
for  woman-kind  in  general.  It  is  ob- 
vious that  such  a vital  matter  cannot 
well  be  treated  in  such  vast  aggregates. 
From  the  point  of  view  of  social  wel- 
fare, the  only  relevant  criterion  should 
be  the  fascination  of  the  individual 
woman’s  legs.  Consequently,  Division 
Two  of  the  Federal  Sex-Life  Commis- 
sion should  be  required  to  issue  to 
each  female  an  index  number  of  beauty 
of  her  ambulatory  mechanism,  to 
which  the  hem-to-floor  distance  would, 
by  statute,  be  directly  proportional. 
Some  women  would  be  required  to 


IT  HAS  BEEN  CUSTOMARY  and 
absolutely  vital  for  regulatory 
bodies  to  be  vested  with  the  power  to 
issue  Certificates  of  Public  Conveni- 
ence and  Necessity.  So,  also,  should 
Division  Three  of  the  Federal  Sex- 
Life  Commission  be  entrusted  with  is- 
suing to  American  women  Certificates 
of  Public  Convenience  and  Necessity  to 
Talk.  The  outstanding  American 
regulatory  agencies  have  distinguished 
themselves  by  the  niggardliness  with 
which  they  have  dispensed  Certificates 
of  Public  Convenience  and  Necessity, 
and  we  may  only  propose  that  the  Fed- 
eral Sex-Life  Commission  do  likewise. 
A few  women  might  safely  be  certifi- 
cated for  conversation  on  any  subject 
at  any  time  at  their  own  discretion. 


Little  dog,  looking  at  a parking 
meter: 

“Damn,  you  gotta  pay  now.” 


Oh,  George,  let’s  not  park  here. 


“What’s  the  last  word  in  air- 
planes?” 

“Jump!” 


Papa  Gnu  came  home  and  Mama 
Gnu  looked  at  him  shyly  and  said: 
“I've  got  Gnus  for  you.” 
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April  Foolery  . . . 


A king’s  jester  punned  incessant- 
ly until  the  king,  in  desperation, 
condemned  him  to  be  hanged.  How- 
ever, when  the  executioners  had 
taken  the  jester  to  the  gallows,  the 
king,  thinking  that  after  all  a good 
jester  was  not  easy  to  find,  relented 
and  sent  a messenger  post  haste  with 
a royal  pardon. 

Arriving  at  the  gallows  just  in 
time,  where  the  jester  stood  with 
the  rope  around  his  neck,  the  mes- 
senger read  the  king’s  decree,  to  the 
effect  that  the  jester  would  be  par- 
doned if  he  would  promise  never  to 
make  another  pun. 

Said  the  jester  in  reply,  “No  noose 


late  to  learn.” 


Admiral  Perry  gives  a lot  of 
credit  for  the  discovery  of  the  North 
Pole  to  his  dogs. 


“Your  feet  are  cold,”  he  com- 
plained to  his  little  bride.  “Keep 
them  on  your  own  side  of  the  bed.” 
She  began  to  sob.  “You  never  used 
to  say  that  before  we  were  married.” 

Raised  Eyebrow  Department 
“Gas  Overcomes  Girl  While  Tak- 
ing Bath.” 

Miss  Cecelia  Jones  owes  her  life 
to  the  watchfulness  of  the  elevator 


lowed  by  two  men  in  white.  A third 
man  in  white  carrying  a bucket  of 
sand  brought  up  the  rear. 

“What’s  the  deal  here?”  the  fel- 
low asked  the  sand  carrier. 

“This  girl  just  escaped  from  the 
asylum,  and  we’ve  got  to  catch  her,” 
the  man  panted  as  he  ran  along. 

“Yes,”  persisted  the  hunter,  “but 
why  the  sand?” 

“Oh,”  came  the  reply,  “I  caught 
her  yesterday.  This  is  my  handicap.” 

Parasite:  A person  who  goes 
through  a revolving  door  without 
pushing. 

“Papa,  vot  is  the  deefrance  bitwin 
prosperity  and  depression?” 

“Veil,  my  boy,”  papa  replied,  “in 
prosperity  ve  had  vine,  vimmen,  and 
song,  but  in  depression  all  ve  got  is 


To  I lie 
Kiglit . . . 


IS  \\  MAT  COLLEGE  magazines  normally 
term  a “parody.”  Obviously,  it  is  a parody 
on  our  colleague  publication,  tbe  /)/«- 
mondback. 

Just  to  be  sure  that  there  is  no  misun- 
derstanding among  tbe  folks  who  read  the 
parody,  let  us  warn  you — it's  an  April 
Fool  Issue.  The  cracks  which  are  pointed 
at  various  and  sundry  campus  groups 
should  be  taken  in  that  vein.  It  is  our 
conviction  that  a joke  is  only  really  funny 
when  both  the  person  playing  the  joke 
and  the  victim  himself  can  enjoy  it.  And 


this  issue  has  sincerely  attempted  to 
achieve  this  ideal. 

Whatever  credit  the  Diamondline  may 
bring  to  the  magazine  and  to  its  staff,  a 
large  portion  of  the  regard  should  be  di- 
rected toward  Acting  Managing  Editor  Bill 
Strasser,  who  coordinated  the  work  on 
ihe  parody  as  if  the  responsibility  were 
his  alone. 

We  hope  that  this  one  in  particular  is 
a good  issue.  If  you  laugh,  then  we’ve 
done  it. 

LOU  FOYE.  Editor 


is  good  news.” 

He  was  buried  the  next  day. 


The  difference  between  magnesia 
and  amnesia  is  that  a person  with 
amnesia  can’t  remember  where  he 
is  going. 


Real  Estate  Agent:  “Now,  here 
is  a house  without  a flaw.” 

North  Carolina  Grad:  “What  do 
you  walk  on?” 


Then  there  was  the  girdle  thief  who 
was  sent  up  for  a stretch. 

Wabbits  are  a funny  wace. 

The  way  they  act  is  a disgwace. 
You’d  be  surprised  if  you  just  knew 
The  awful  things  that  wabbits  do  . . . 
And  often  too. 


Burglar:  “Please  let  me  go,  lady. 
I ain’t  never  done  nothing  wrong 
before.” 

Old  Maid:  “Well,  it’s  never  too 


boy  and  the  janitor  of  the  hotel 
where  she  was  stopping. 


While  grouse-hunting  one  day,  a 
fellow  was  amazed  to  see  a nude 
girl  flash  before  his  eyes,  closely  fol- 


beer,  mama,  and  der  radio.” 


A tramp  knocked  on  the  door  of 
an  inn  known  as  “George  and  the 
Dragon.”  When  the  landlady  opened 
the  door,  the  tramp  asked:  “Could 
you  spare  a poor,  hungry  man  a bite 
to  eat?” 

“No!”  said  the  woman  as  she 
slammed  the  door. 

The  tramp  knocked  on  the  door 
a second  time.  As  the  woman  again 
opened  the  door  he  asked:  “Could  I 
have  a few  words  with  George?” 


Three  basketball  players  at  dif- 
ferent Universities  had  flunked  their 
classes  and  were  dropped  from  their 
teams.  They  got  together  and  talked 
about  their  misfortunes. 

The  man  from  ULCA  said:  “That 
Calculus  was  just  too  damn  much.” 
The  man  from  the  Academy  said: 
“It  was  trigonometry  that  got  me." 

Then  the  player  from  N.  C.  State 
chimed  in:  “Did  youse  guys  ever 
hear  of  long  division?” 
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Piinnv  Puns  . . . 

«/ 


Marry  in  haste  and  beget  at  lei- 
sure. 


Blue  eyes  gaze  at  mine 

— Vexation. 

Soft  hand  clasped  in  mine 

—Palpitation. 
Fair  hair  brushing  mine 

—Expectation. 
Red  lips  close  to  mine 

— Temptation. 
Footsteps — Damnation. 


Then  there  was  the  Scotsman  who 
bought  only  one  spur.  He  figured  if 
one  side  of  the  horse  went,  the  other 
side  was  sure  to  follow. 


1st  Sow:  “Have  you  heard  from 
your  boar  friend  lately?” 

2nd  Sow:  “Yes,  I had  a litter  from 
him  yesterday.” 

We  heard  that  a snuff  manufac- 
turer is  one  who  goes  around  put- 
ting his  business  in  other  people’s 
noses. 


Northern  Girl:  “You  may.” 
Southern  Girl:  “You  all  may.” 


Don't  let  that  deadline 
eateli  von  in  arrear  ... 
fast,  accurate,  typing 
service  guaranteed. 

Phono  JUniper  7-7400 
Evenings  & Sunday  OEiver  3990 

Office  and 
Secretarial 
Services 

8634  COLESVILLE  ROAD 
SILVER  SPRING.  MD. 


She:  I played  strip  poker  last 
night. 

Her:  High  stakes? 

She:  No,  just  panty-ante. 


1st  Con:  “What  are  you  in  for?” 
2nd  Con:  “Rocking  my  wife  to 
sleep.” 

1st  Con:  “But  they  can’t  put  you 
in  here  for  that.” 

2nd  Con:  “You  ain’t  seen  the  size 
of  the  rock.” 


Roy:  “Darling,  let’s  have  a secret 
love  code.  If  you  nod,  I can  hold 
your  hand,  if  you  smile,  I can  kiss 
your  lips." 

Gal:  “Don’t  make  me  laugh.” 

Drunk:  “Whatcha  lookin’  for?” 

Cop:  “We’re  looking  for  a 

drowned  man.” 

Drunk:  “Whatcha  want  one  for?” 

Judge:  “Who  was  driving  when 
you  hit  that  car?” 

Drunk  (triumphantly):  “None  of 
us — we  were  all  in  the  back  seat.” 


Anyone  For  Tennis? 


Sun  Visor 

$1.95 

Jacket 

5.95 

Tennis  Shirt 

3.25 

Tennis  Shorts 

2.25 

Sox 

60c  to 

1.00 

Shoes 

2.50  to 

5.50 

Racquet 

from 

5.00 

Balls  (can  of  3) 

1.95 

MARYLAND 
BOOK  EXCHANGE 

(Opposite  the  Gate) 
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BOILER  BOY 


WE'D  LIKE  YOU  to  meet  Theo- 
dore Thistlethot,  son  of  Senator 
Thistlethot,  who  sponsored  the  re- 
cent legislation  prohibiting  beetle 
races  in  the  District  of  Columbia 
after  12  o'clock.  This  happy-go- 
lucky  sophomore  has  left  the  family 
tradition  of  law  for  physical  educa- 
tion. He's  an  industrious  student, 
with  his  vast  collection  of  Chinese 
hog  bristles  and  fog,  and  his  part 
time  job  at  the  University  heating 
plant,  where  he  counts  steam. 
Theodore  figures  he’s  counted  at 
least  23,678  this  week.  He's  also 
the  president  and  organizer  of  the 
University  Buzzard  Observer's 
Club.  More  interest  would  be 
shown  for  this  new  organization,  he 
tells  us,  if  people  were  aware  of 
how  many  dead  sheep  are  eaten  by 
buzzards  monthly. 


Iloh ! 

The  kiss  is  a peculiar  proposition. 
Of  no  use  to  one,  it  is  absolute  bliss 
for  two.  The  small  boy  gets  it  for 
nothing;  the  young  man  has  to  steal 
it;  and  the  old  man  has  to  buy  it. 

It’s  the  baby’s  right,  the  lover’s 
privilege,  and  the  hypocrite’s  mask. 

To  the  young  girl,  it  is  the  sym- 
bol of  faith ; to  the  married  woman, 
hope;  and  to  the  old  maid,  charity. 

Then  there  was  the  cow  that 
drank  purple  ink  and  moo’d  indigo. 

He  stood  on  the  bridge  at  midnight 

And  tickled  her  face  with  his  toes ; 
He  was  only  a mosquito 

And  he  sat  on  the  bridge  of  her 
nose. 

The  height  of  efficiency:  One  of 
the  Siamese  twins  eating  water- 
melon and  the  other  spitting  out  the 
seeds. 


A newcomer  at  the  pearly  gates 
knocked  for  admission. 

“Who’s  there?”  asked  St.  Peter. 

“It  is  I,”  came  the  reply. 

“Go  to  Hell,”  he  replied.  “We  have 
too  many  English  majors  here  al- 
ready.” 


A prim  little  old  lady  was  obvious- 
ly embarrassed  by  the  presence  of  a 
man  beside  her  at  the  drugstore 
counter.  Finally  a smile  crossed  her 
face.  She  looked  the  clerk  in  the  eye 
and  said  perkily,  “Two  packages  of 
bathroom  stationery,  please.” 


Little  Willie  couldn’t  see 
Why  he  failed  anatomy. 

Then  he  learned  the  secret  feature: 
One  dissects  cats,  and  not  the 
teacher. 


Willie  sat  in  the  Rec  Hall  Lounge, 
Thought  the  place  was  like  a 
tomb ; 

Spiked  the  water  with  cyanide. 
Two  recovered,  fifty  died. 


Little  Willie — quite  the  joker — 

Lit  a fag  inside  the  girl’s  smoker. 
Soon  there  was  an  awesome  crash — - 
He  had  flicked  his  neighbor’s  ash. 


The  drought  is  so  bad  in  the 
Southwest  that  the  trees  are  going 
to  the  dogs. 


“Are  you  a little  boy  or  a little 
girl?” 

“Sure,  what  the  hell  else  could  I 
be!” 
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Alla  Time  Fiinnee 


While  opening  some  mail  the  other  day,  we  ran  across 
these  two  letters,  buried  deeply  in  our  blackmail  file: 

Dear  Pop: 

Everything  fine  at  school.  I’m  getting  lots  of  sleep  and 
am  studying  hard. 

Incidentally,  I’m  enclosing  my  fraternity  bill. 

Your  son, 

Bob 

Dear  Bob: 

Don’t  buy  any  more  Fraternities. 

Your  father, 

Pop 


In  the  Navy — My  height 
In  the  Air  Force — Bad  sight 
In  the  Marines-  Too  slight 
In  the  Draft — All  right 


Housemother:  “What  do  you  mean  bringing  a coed  in 
at  this  hour?” 

He:  “I’ve  got  an  eight  o’clock.” 


Then  there  was  the  professor  who  taught  a Marriage 
and  the  Family  course  with  only  a Bachelor’s  Degree. 


Jimmy  was  assigned  by  his  teacher  to  write  a composi- 
tion about  his  origin.  He  questioned  his  mother: 

“Mom,  where  did  Grandma  come  from?” 

“The  stork  brought  her.” 

“Well,  where  did  you  come  from?” 

“The  stork  brought  me,  and  you,  too,  dear.” 

So,  the  small  modern  wrote  as  the  introduction  to  his 
composition:  “There  have  been  no  natural  births  in  our 
family  for  three  generations.” 


Gather  you  kisses  while  you  may, 
For  time  brings  naught  but  sorrow. 
The  girls  that  are  so  cold  today. 
Are  chaperones  tomorrow. 


“What  is  home  without  a wife?”  sighed  the  maiden 
sentimentally. 

“A  bachelor’s  apartment,”  returned  the  obliging  youth. 


BUDGET  FOR  A BUSINESS  MAN 


March 


1-2 

Advertisement  for  a girl  bookkeeper  $ 

.50 

4 

Violets  for  the  new  bookkeeper 

.65 

1 1 

Weekly  salary  for  the  new  bookkeeper 

15.00 

12 

Roses  for  the  new  bookkeeper 

8.00 

14 

Candy  for  wife 

.75 

16 

Lunch  with  new  bookkeeper 

6.75 

18 

Weekly  salary  for  the  new  bookkeeper 

20.00 

19 

Picture  show  for  wife  and  self 

.80 

20 

Theatre  tickets  for  self  and  new  book- 

keeper 

7.50 

21 

Candy  for  wife 

.75 

25 

Gertrude's  salary 

25.00 

26 

Theatre  and  dinner  with  Gert 

21.75 

29 

Doctor 

100.00 

30 

Fur  coat  for  Wife 

625.00 

31 

Advertisement  for  male  bookkeeper 

.50 

Rules  on  this  page  or  elsewhere  in  this  issue 


LIFE  SAVERS  CONTEST  RULES 

1.  Pair  up  actual  U.  S.  town  names.  Examples:  From  KT  E.  \.  ^ to 
BOURBON,  Ind.  From  SOFT  SHELL,  Ky.,  to  LITTLE  CRAB.  Tenn. 
Send  as  many  pairings  as  you  like. 

2.  The  odder  the  names— and  the  more  amusing  the  relationship 
between  the  two — the  better  your  chances  will  he. 

3.  First  prize  winner  will  be  sent  $50.  Second  prize  $25.  third  prize 
$1()  and  tliree  S3  prizes.  Contest  closes  June  30,  1951.  All  entries 
must  be  postmarked  prior  to  midnight  that  date  to  qualify.  All 
entries  become  the  property  of  Life  Savers,  and  prize-winning 
combinations  may  be  used  in  future  advertisements,  together  with 
the  names  of  the  winners.  In  case  of  ties  duplicate  prizes  will  be 
awarded.  Simply  mail  your  entry  to  LIFE  SAVERS,  PORT 
CHESTER,  N.  Y. 
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w e*re  C*si^in^  . . . 


Two  little  German  boys  were 
walking  through  the  mountains 
with  their  mother.  As  one  of  them 
suddenly  pushed  her  off  a cliff  he 
chortled  to  the  other,  “Look,  Hans, 
no  Ma!” 

Beta:  “Your  girl  is  spoiled,  isn’t 
she?” 

Sigma  Chi:  “Nah,  that’s  just  the 
toilet  water  she’s  wearing." 


(Misogynist  Sam) 


"No  dates  tor  me  — I save  my 
money  to  buy  Little  Tavern 
hamburgers!" 

LITTLE  TAVERN 

7413  Baltimore  Blvd. 
College  Park,  Maryland 


“Why  does  Geraldine  let  all  the 
boys  kiss  her?” 

“She  once  slapped  a lad  who 
was  chewing  tobacco.” 

Active:  "What’s  your  greatest 
ambition  ?” 

Pledge:  “To  die  a year  sooner 
than  you.” 

Active:  “Why’s  that?” 

Pledge:  “So  I’ll  be  an  active  in 
Hell  when  you  get  there.” 


Navy  Veteran:  “While  I was  in 
the  South  Pacific,  I saw  the  strang- 
est bird.  It  lays  square  eggs  and 
talks." 

Frosh:  “What  does  it  say?” 

Vet:  “Ouch!” 


The  student  gets  the  magazine. 
The  school  gets  the  fame. 

The  printer  gets  the  money. 

The  editor  gets  the  blame. 

“Darling,  am  I the  first  man  you 
ever  kissed?” 

“Yes,  dear,  all  the  rest  were  from 
Johns  Hopkins.” 


He:  Do  you  mind  if  I snap  off  the 
light?  I freckle  easily. 


Heaven  protects  the  working  girl 
But  heaven,  I fear,  is  shirking 
For  who  protects,  I'd  like  to  know 
The  fellow  she  is  working? 


FASANKO  MOTORS 


(or  CHRYSLER  and  PLYMOUTH 


• SALES 

• SERVICE 


UNion  8700 


College  Park,  Maryland 


MEN! 

If  you  smile  at  them,  they  think  you 
are  flirting; 

If  you  don’t  flirt,  they  think  you  are 
an  iceberg. 

If  you  let  them  kiss  you,  they  wish 
you  were  more  reserved; 

If  you  don’t,  they’ll  seek  consolation 
elsewhere. 

If  you  flatter  them,  they  think  you 
are  simple; 

If  you  don’t,  they  think  you  don’t 
understand  them. 

If  you  talk  of  love  and  romance, 
they  think  you  are  asking  them 
to  marry  you. 

If  you’re  a good  girl,  they  wonder 
why  you  aren’t  human. 

If  you  return  their  caresses,  they 
don’t  want  you  to. 

If  you  let  them  make  love  to  you, 
they  think  you  are  cheap; 

If  you  don’t,  they’ll  date  a girl  who 
will. 

If  you  go  out  with  other  fellows, 
they  think  you  are  fickle; 

If  you  don’t,  they  think  no  one  else 
will  have  you. 

MEN — God  bless  them — they  don’t 
know  what  they  want. 

— Frannie  Eppley 

“And  what  kind  of  officer  does 
your  uniform  signify?”  asked  the 
inquisitive  old  lady. 

“I  am  a naval  surgeon,”  he  re- 
plied. 

“Goodness  me,  how  you  doctors 
specialize  these  days.” 


Then  there  was  the  fellow  who 
had  a hobby  of  collecting  stones  and 
putting  them  in  his  bathroom. 

He  had  rocks  in  his  head. 


“You  were  wrong,  Dwight  - - they're 
real.” 
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After  placing  some  flowers  on  a 
grave  in  a cemetery,  a man  noticed 
an  old  Chinese  placing  a bowl  of  rice 
on  a nearby  grave  and  cynically 
asked,  “What  time  did  you  expect 
your  friend  to  come  up  and  eat 
rice?” 

The  Chinese  replied  with  a smile, 
“Same  time  your  friend  come  up  to 
smell  flowers.” 

Customer:  “Do  you  have  notions 
on  this  floor?” 

Floorwalker:  “Yes,  madam,  but 
we  usually  try  to  suppress  them 
during  working  hours.” 


A young  man  about  tow'n  ap- 
proaching a cigar  counter  behind 
which  stood  a cute  young  thing, 
said:  “Do  you  keep  stationery?” 
Said  the  cute  young  thing:  “Yes, 
up  to  a certain  point,  then  I go  all 
to  pieces.” 

Running  after  women  never  hurt 
anybody — it’s  catching  them  that 
does  the  damage. 

Old  Lady:  “You  don’t  chew  to- 
bacco, do  you,  little  boy?” 

Little  boy:  “No  ma’am,  but  I 
could  let  you  have  a cigarette.” 


New 


Viewed  through  the  eyes  of 
the  campus  police  force,  the 
above  picture  represents  a 
tangible  record  of  that  Utopia 
of  all  University  law  enforcers 
— a land  of  little  pink  slips  and 
two  dollar  bills,  and  a potential 
future  of  limitless  revenues.  For 
here  certainly  are  multitudes  of 
ignominious  parking  violators, 
completely  ignoring  an  obvious 
authoritative  order  displayed 
for  all  to  witness  and  heed  lest 
they  too  should  pay  the  price  of 
waywardness. 

But  look  closely  at  the  photo- 
graph. If  there  is  a "No  Park- 
ing" sign,  why  are  there  no  in- 
vitations to  the  cashier's  office 
visible  on  the  car  windows?  Why 
haven't  these  offenders  paid  the 
price? 


L/ne=  = 

These  were  the  questions  a 
group  of  us  asked  each  other  as 
we  approached  "A”  parking  lot 
recently.  Walking  down  the  road 
from  the  Rec  Hall,  we  were  con- 
fronted with  the  paradoxical 
situation  pictured  in  the  photo- 
graph. How  could  so  many  cars 
be  parked  legally  where  it  is  il- 
legal to  park? 

Surely,  no  conscientious  Uni- 
versity patrolman  would  allow 
such  a mass  demonstration 
against  the  authority  of  the  law. 
As  we  hurried  on,  we  gave  as- 
surance to  one  of  our  confused 
friends,  an  owner  of  a car 
parked  on  the  lot.  What  can  the 
University  be  coming  to?  Of  all 
things,  why  should  anyone  want 
to  lessen  the  already  abbrevi- 
ated parking  space?  This  sign, 
we  agreed,  was  an  indication  of 
short-sightedness  on  the  part  of 
the  Administration.  Student 
reverberations  would  be  heard. 
Editorials  would  be  written. 

Into  said  friend's  car  we 
climbed.  On  the  way  out,  all 
took  a fleeting  look  at  the  sign. 
The  reverse  side  was  blank.  Con- 
fusingly enough,  the  regulation 
applied  only  to  the  road  adjoin- 
ing the  lot.  But,  why  didn't  the 
sign  say  so? 

Well,  we  shrugged  our 
shoulders,  leaving  the  problem 
to  the  more  mature  and  logical 
minded. 
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Laugh  ‘Liu  I p... 


The  customer  beckoned  to  the 
new  waitress.  He  said,  looking 
rather  embarrassed,  “Could  you 
tell  me  where  the  smoking  room 
is?” 

“Oh,”  the  waitress  replied,  “you 
can  smoke  right  here  at  the  table.” 


The  old  fashioned  girl  who  used 
to  say  "ask  father,”  now  says  “give 
it  more  gas,  Joe,  the  old  man  is 
gaining  on  us.” 


ADVICE  TO  ALL  STUDENTS 
Don’t  worry  if  your  average  is  low 
And  if  your  A’s  are  few, 

Remember  that  the  mighty  oak 
Was  once  a nut  like  you. 


“How  did  you  get  that  black 
eye?” 

“I  was  doing  a rhumba  with  my 
girl  when  her  deaf  father  walked 
in.” 


New  WAC:  “Where  do  I eat?” 
Captain:  “You  mess  with  the  offi- 
cers.” 

New  WAC:  “I  know,  but  where 
do  I eat?” 


An  Econ  professor  distributed 
copies  of  the  examination  to  his 
class.  One  student  read  it  and  ex- 
claimed: 

“Sir,  this  is  exactly  the  same 
exam  you  gave  last  semester.” 
“That’s  all  right,”  said  the  pro- 
fessor, “I’ve  changed  the  answers.” 


In  Paris,  it’s  frankness; 

In  Panama,  it’s  life; 

In  a professor,  it’s  clever; 

But  in  a college  magazine,  it’s 
smutty. 


Two  lunatics  were  playing  a little 
game.  “What  do  I have  here?” 
asked  one  with  his  hands  cupped. 

“Three  navy  patrol  bombers,” 
was  the  answer. 

The  first  one  looked  carefully  in- 
to his  hands. 

“Nope,”  he  said. 

“The  Empire  State  Building?” 

“No.” 

“The  Philadelphia  Symphony  Or- 
chestra?” 

The  first  one  looked  into  his  hands 
again,  then  shyly  said,  “Who’s  con- 
ducting?” 


A prominent  attorney  met  one  of 
his  clients  in  front  of  his  office  build- 
ing. She  was  an  elderly  lady,  hand- 
somely gowned,  and  had  with  her  a 
tiny  French  poodle. 

As  the  two  talked  over  a business 
matter,  the  poodle  became  attracted 
to  the  attorney’s  shoes.  Suddenly, 
the  attorney  stepped  aside.  The 
woman  looked  at  him,  smiled  and 
said:  “Oh,  don’t  be  alarmed,  he 
won’t  bite.” 

“I’m  not  afraid  of  his  biting  me,” 
the  attorney  replied,  “but  I saw  him 
raise  his  leg  and  I was  afraid  that 
he  was  going  to  kick  me.” 


. . . and  a teensey,  weensey  one 
for  you,  dear.” 


George  M.  Cohan  takes  a worth- 
less piece  of  paper  and  writes  a song 
hit.  He  sells  the  copy  for  $50,000. 
That’s  Genius. 

John  D.  Rockefeller  can  sign  his 
name  to  a piece  of  worthless  paper 
and  make  it  worth  half  a million. 
That’s  Capital. 

A man  can  buy  $5  worth  of  steel 
and  make  $1,000  worth  of  watch 
springs  out  of  it.  That’s  Skill. 

A cop  can  take  a worthless  piece 
of  paper  and  write  your  number  on 
it  and  make  you  out  ten  bucks. 
That’s  your  Hard  Luck. 

But — when  a man  looks  for  an 
apartment,  finds  just  what  he 
wants,  and  when  the  manager  asks, 
“Have  you  any  children?”  puts  on 
a long  face  and  answers  “Yes,  but 
they’re  in  the  cemetery”;  pays  six 
months’  rent  in  advance;  gets  a re- 
ceipt, then  goes  out  to  the  cemetery, 
gets  his  children  and  brings  them  to 
the  apartment.  That’s  Brains! 


She:  “What  would  you  say  to  a 
girl  who  kissed  every  boy  she  met?” 
He:  “Pleased  to  meet  you.” 


Then  there  were  the  two  nudists 
who  quit  going  steady  because  they 
were  seeing  too  much  of  each  other. 


Three  hermits  lived  in  a cave  and 
spent  all  day  staring  at  the  wall, 
never  speaking.  One  day  a stallion 
ran  past  the  entrance  of  their  cave. 
Six  months  later,  one  hermit  mum- 
bled, “That  was  a pretty  brown 
horse.” 

Two  years  later  another  hermit 
said,  “That  wasn’t  a brown  horse; 
it  was  white.” 

About  a year  later  the  third  her- 
mit got  up  and  stalked  toward  the 
entrance  of  the  cave.  “If  there’s  go- 
ing to  be  this  constant  bickering,” 
he  said,  “I’m  going  to  leave.” 


Question:  “Dear  Miss  Dix:  I am 
nineteen  years  old  and  I stayed  out 
last  night  till  4 o’clock.  Did  I do 
wrong?” 

Answer:  “Dear  Jane:  Try  to  re- 
member.” 
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A patient  at  the  psychiatrist’s  of- 
fice had  been  complaining  of  a re- 
current dream  that  a screw  was 
where  his  navel  should  be.  The 
doctor  advised  him  to  also  dream 
that  he  had  a screwdriver  in  his 
hand,  and  could  remove  the  screw. 
Days  passed,  and  the  patient  and 
doctor  met  again. 

“Well,”  asked  the  doctor,  “how’d 
my  suggestion  work  out?” 

“I  did  as  you  said,  doc,”  replied 
the  other,  “and  it  worked  out  all 
right,  except  for  one  thing.  My  leg 
falls  off  when  the  screw  comes  out.” 
And  then  there  was  the  absent 
minded  professor  who  kissed  the 
train  good-bye  and  jumped  on  his 
wife. 


A merchant  took  out  a fire  insur- 
ance policy,  and  on  the  same  day  his 
store  burned  to  the  ground.  The  in- 
surance company  suspected  fraud, 
but  couldn’t  prove  anything.  It  had 
to  content  itself  with  writing  the 
following  letter: 

“Dear  Sir:  You  took  out  an  in- 
surance policy  at  10  a.m.  and  your 
fire  did  not  break  out  until  3:30  p.m. 
Will  you  kindly  explain  the  delay?” 


For  you  folks  who  don’t  know  the 
difference  between  prose  and  poetry, 
here  is  an  explanation: 

There  was  a young  lady  from 
Glass; 

She  went  into  water  up  to  her  knees. 
That’s  prose. 

If  she  had  gone  any  deeper,  it 
would  have  been  poetry. 


“It’s  a warning  from  my  dean. 
It  seems  I’ve  been  cutting  too 
many  classes  lately.” 


An  infant  was  awakened  from  a 
peaceful  slumber  in  a hospital. 
Looking  down  at  his  raiment,  he 
yelled  over  to  the  occupant  of  the 
next  crib. 

“Did  you  spill  water  on  my 
diapers?” 

“Naw.” 

“Humm.  Musta  been  an  inside 
job.” 


The  main  trouble  with  the 
straight  and  narrow  is  that  there  is 
no  place  to  park. 


Chaney's  Garage 

24-HOUR  TOWING  SERVICE 

Complete  Tune  Up: 

(1)  Carb.  Overhaul  (3)  Starter 

(2)  Generator  (4)  R ewiring 

(Opposite  the  Gate) 

WA  9710  After  9 P.M. —UN  0868 


Your  Initials-Class  Engraved  Free 

A Get-Acquainted  Offer  For  A Limited  Time  Only 


Retailers  for: 
Longine 
Hamilton 
Bulova 
Ronson 


W^’re  new  at  College  Park  and  this  is  our  way 
of  saying  hello.  We  will  engrave  your  initials  and 
class  on  your  watch,  fraternity  or  sorority 
pin,  ring  or  lighter  for  free — just  drop  by 
and  mention  reading  this  ad  in  the  O.L. 
to  Mel  Bainer  and  Tommy  Corcoran, 
the  new  proprietors. 


Evans 

Speidel 


c 


AMPUS 

Watch  & Jewelry  Shop 

7402  BALTIMORE  BOULEVARD 
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Mom  and  Pop  welcome  you  to 


9n*t 


Fine  foods  and  beverages 
“On  the  Blvd.  at  Berwyn” 


Don't  let  it  happen  to  you! 


Riverdale  Shoe  Repair 

6241  BALTIMORE  BLVD. 


• Sales 

• Service 

NORMAN  MOTOR  CO. 

8320  Washington-Baltimore  Blvd. 
College  Park,  Maryland 


YOU  NAME  IT... 
WE  HAVE  IT! 

The  next  time  you  need  any 
dry  goods  or  notions  . . . 

Phone  — WArfield  3893 

COLLEGE  PARK  VARIETY  STORE 

319  Baltimore  Blvd.,  College  Park 


Coming  Attractions 

A summary  of  the  social  ami 
sports  events  at  College  Park  from 
now  until  the  next  issue  of  the 
OLD  LINE. 


SOCIAL 

April 

University  Theatre — “Macbath”  - 2-7 

Gymkana  Show 4-5 

Military  Ball 6 

Dance  Recital 11-13 

International  Folk  Festival  - - 20 

Interfraternity  Sing 26 

May 

Piano  Concert — 

Whittemore  and  Lowe  - - - 1 

Band  Concert 8 

Military  Day 10 

May  Day 15 

SPORTS 

April 

Baseball:  Delaware 2 

Lacrosse:  Williams 2 

Tennis:  Maine 2 

Lacrosse:  Harvard 5 

Golf:  Virginia 5 

Tennis:  Western  Maryland  - - 6 

Lacrosse:  Dartmouth  - - 7 

Baseball:  William  & Mary  - - 11 

Baseball:  West  Virginia  - - 12-13 

Track:  Georgetown 14 

Baseball:  Virginia 16 

Tennis:  West  Virginia  - - - - 16 

Tennis:  William  & Mary  - - - 18 

Tennis:  American  U.  - - - - 19 

Golf:  Duke - - 19 

Golf:  Bucknell 20 

Baseball:  Georgetown  - - - - 21 

Track:  North  Carolina  - - - 21 

Tennis:  Washington  and  Lee  - - 27 

Golf:  West  Virginia  - - - - 27 

Baseball:  VMI 28 

May 

Baseball:  Richmond  - - - - 2 

Track:  District  AAU  - - - - 2 

Tennis:  George  Washington  - - 2 

Baseball:  George  Washington  - 3 

Golf:  William  & Mary  - - - - 3 

Golf:  Johns  Hopkins  - - - - 4 

Baseball:  Washington  and  Lee  - 5 

Track:  Field  Day 5 

Golf : George  Washington  - - - 8 

Golf:  Western  Maryland  - - - 10 

Baseball:  VPI 11 

Tennis:  Temple 17 

Lacrosse:  Johns  Hopkins  - - 19 


The  best  way  to  drive  a baby 
buggy  is  to  tickle  its  feet. 
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College  Park  Biisiness  Ass’n. 
To  Sponsor  Spring  Fashion  Show 


THE  COLISEUM  WILL  be  the  site 
of  some  most  unusual  activity  next 
month.  On  May  8 at  8 p.m.  fifty  of  our 
campus  princesses  will  tread  the  ramp 
clad  in  all  the  latest  Spring  and  Sum- 
mer fashions  running  the  gamut  from 
bridal  gowns  to  swim  suits.  The  occa- 
sion will  be  the  “Fashion  Previews  by 
Steely’s”  show  sponsored  by  the  Col- 
lege Park  Business  Association  for  the 
edification  and  entertainment  of  Mary- 
land students  and  College  Park  resi- 
dents. 

The  theme  of  the  show  will  be  the 
college  career  of  a girl  from  her  en- 
trance into  college  through  to  her 
graduation  and  marriage.  All  the  fash- 
ions featured  in  the  style  show  will 
be  supplied  by  Steely’s  Style  Shop,  a 
member  of  the  College  Park  Business 
Association. 

A near-capacity  crowd  is  expected — 
girls  love  to  look  at  clothes  and  boys 
love  to  look  at  girls. 

The  public  is  invited. 

(Advertisement) 


A serious  thought  for  today, 

And  one  which  may  cause  us  dismay; 
Just  what  are  the  forces 
That  bring  little  horses, 

If  all  the  horses  say  neigh? 


Two  cockroaches  lunched  in  a dirty 
old  sewer  and  excitedly  discussed  the 
spotless,  glistening  new  restaurant  in 
the  neighborhood  from  which  they 
had  been  barred. 

“I  hear,”  said  one,  “that  the  refrig- 
erators shine  like  polished  silver.  The 
shelves  are  clear  as  a whistle.  The 
floors  sparkle  like  diamonds.  It’s  so 
clean  . . .” 

“Please,”  said  the  second  in  disgust, 
nibbling  on  a mouldy  roll.  “Not  while 
I’m  eating.” 

Pledge  (at  dinner  table) — “Must  I 
eat  this  egg?” 

Active — “Yer  damright.” 

silence 

Pledge — “The  beak  too?” 
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Sponsored  by  COLLEGE  PARK  BUSINESS  ASS’N. 

Date — May  8 
Time — 8 P.M. 

Place — Coliseum 

Everyone  Invited  — Don't  Miss  It! 


Campus  Interviews  on  Cigarette  Tests 


Number  6. ..the  beaver 


FOR  once  in  his  life,  our  fervent  friend  admits  that  eagerness  can 
over-done!  He’s  alluding,  of  course,  to  all  these  quick-trick  cigarette 
—the  ones  that  ask  you  to  decide  on  cigarette  mildness  after  just  one 
puff,  one  sniff,  one  inhale  or  one  exhale ! When  the  chips  are 
down,  he  realizes  cigarette  mildness  can’t  be  judged  in  a hurry. 

That’s  why  he  made  . . . 

The  sensible  test . . . the  30-Day  Camel  Mildness  Test  which 
asks  you  trb  try  Camels  as  your  steady  smoke— on  a pack  after 
pack,  day  after  day  basis.  No  snap  judgments  needed.  After  you’ve 
enjoyed  Camels— and  only  Camels— for  30  days  in  your  “T-Zone” 

(T  for  Throat,  T for  Taste) , we  believe  you’ll  know  why  . . . 

More  People  Smoke  Camels 

than  any  other  cigarette! 


about  July  I,  1951 


The  gala  opening  of  College  Park's  most 
complete  shopping  center. 

You  can  soon  enjoy  the  facilities 
of  these  NATION  ALLY -FAMOUS  merchants. 

F.  W.  WOOLWORTH  CO. 

PEOPLES  DRUG  STORE 
HOT  SHOPPE 

• KENMAR  FEMININE  APPAREL 

• THE  KIDDIE  SHOPPE 

• WOLPE  JEWELERS 

• FOOD  FAIR  SUPER  MARKET 

• Q.  & S.  LAUNDRY  & CLEANERS 

• MUTH'S— ARTIST'S  SUPPLIES 

• PRINCE  GEORGE’S  BANK  & TRUST  CO. 

• EVERETT  SIMON— MEN'S  WEAR 


4 


COLLEGE  PARK 


BALLROOM  AVAILABLE  for  DANCES,  LECTURES,  etc. 
2 FLOORS  of  OFFICE  SPACE 


BUSINESS  CENTER 


ONE  BLOCK  SOUTH  OF  COLLEGE  AVENUE 
ON  WASHINGTON-BALTIMORE  BLVD. 


ROSENFELD  REALTY  CO.,  Agents 
2600  CONNECTICUT  AVE.,  N.W. 


DE.  7120 


see  story  page  three 


Side  Lines 

on  this  issue 


LAST  FALL  when  Glenn 
Gustafson  brought  in  the 
etching  of  Rossborough  Inn 
which  is  this  issue’s  cover, 
we  were  quite  overcome  by 
its  detail.  We  almost  de- 
cided against  using  it,  how- 
ever, for  it  was  not  appro- 
priate for  any  proximate 
issue.  Luckily,  though,  we 
did  take  a rain  check  on 
Glenn’s  drawing,  hoping  to 
use  it  for  this  number.  The 
only  trouble  is — Glenn  isn’t 
around  just  now.  He  gradu- 
ated in  February. 

By  the  way,  Rossborough 
Inn  is  the  G.H.Q.  of  the 
Alumni  Association.  All 
prospective  grads,  please 
take  note. 


WITH  GRADUATION  for  the  fortunate  few  just  around  the 
corner  and  final  exams  in  the  offing  for  the  rest  of  us,  we  wanted 
to  select  for  this  issue  a variety  of  articles  that  would  appeal  to 
everybody.  So  we  decided  to  print  a little  of  everything — some 
fiction,  poetry,  features  on  campus  life,  a few  jokes  and  cartoons, 
and  to  round  things  off,  a prophetic  view  of  next  year’s  leading 
personalities. 

Around  this  time  every  year,  a young  Maryland  man’s  fancy 
is  supposed  to  turn  to  thoughts  of  . . . Ocean  City  . . . women  . . . 
and  Ocean  City.  Allen  Scott  gets  into  the  mood  with  a story  about 
two  aspiring  graduates  who  learn  the  meaning  “Of  Diplomas  And 
Success.”  Then  from  the  pen  of  a reminiscing  senior,  Ginie  Ben- 
nett, come  some  words  of  sage  advice  for  those  who  stay  behind. 

Pete  Neale  did  a little  surveying  of  his  own  between  Knox  and 
Hartwick  Roads  and  came  up  with  a story  about  College  Park’s 
new  Shopping  Center.  We  hope  the  article  will  give  you  an  insight 
into  what  you  can  expect  to  find  down  on  the  Boulevard  after 

July  1. 

We  even  managed  to  climb  out  on  the  proverbial  limb  and  pre- 
dict a few  things.  After  gazing  at  the  past  and  present  through 
his  crystal  ball,  Lou  Foye  and  Ann  Bennett  venture  to  chart  the 
future  course  of  five  of  the  University’s  stars-to-be  in  “Personali- 
ties to  Watch  Next  Year.” 

Lorraine  Jorgensen,  somewhat  manners-conscious  after  reading 
several  volumes  of  Emily  Post,  became  disillusioned  when  she  took 
a look  around  Mr.  Lappin's  emporium.  She  gives  you  her  impres- 
sions in  “Epicurean  Etiquette.” 

With  the  advent  of  graduation,  what  could  be  two  more  logical 
subjects  for  a close-up  than  the  Alumni  Association  and  its  secre- 
tary David  Brigham?  You’ll  find  Bud  Jump’s  interpretation  of 
their  story  in  the  middle  of  the  issue. 

Well,  those  are  the  highlights  of  what  we  hope  turns  out  to  be 
a few’  hours  of  relaxing  and  entertaining  reading  away  from, 
pardon  us,  textbooks. 
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8-WEEK  COURSE 

Intensive  summer  school 
training  in  shorthand  and 
typewriting.  A day  course 
recommended  for  high 
school  graduates  and  col- 
lege students. 

Summer  classes  begin 
June  25  and  July  9. 

Attainable  objectives 
are:  (1)  The  ability  to 
take  notes  on  lectures 
and  typewrite  manu- 
scripts; (2)  Basic  train- 
ing in  essential  business 
skills;  (3)  Credit  toward 
graduation  from  a com- 
plete Secretarial  course. 

REQUEST  SUMMER  SCHOOL  BULLETIN 

STRDVER  COLLEGE 

13th  and  F Sts.,  Washington  5,  D.  C. 
Telephone,  NAtional  1748 


PRINCE  GEORGES 
BANK  AND  TRUST 
COMPANY 

College  Park  Office 
4513  COLLEGE  AVENUE 
WArfield  5111 

Complete  Banking  Services 

• Checking  Accounts 

• Auto  Loans 

• Personal  Loans 

• Savings  Accounts 

• Hours 

Weekdays — 8:30-1 :00 
Re-opens  Fri.  4:00-5:30 
Saturday — 8 :30- 1 2 :00 

Established  1915 

Member  Federal  Deposit 
Insurance  Corporation 
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College  Park  Is  Finally 
Coming  Into  Its  Own  With  A New 


SHOPPING  CENTER 


Story:  Pete  Neaie 
Photos:  Jim  Hansen 


After  a year  of  mud , sweat/  and  tears/ 
sixteen  modern  stores  begin  to  take  form  on  the  Boulevard 


NEARLY  a YEAR  has  passed  since 
the  bulldozers  first  started  to  bury 
their  flat  noses  in  the  red  mud  of  Col- 
lege Park.  For  some  time  students  have 
stared  at  the  ugly  excavation  across 
Knox  Road,  an  excavation  which  filled 
with  muddy  water  after  all  the  fre- 
quent rains  and  seemed  to  resemble 
nothing  so  much  as  a great,  sticky,  red 
swamp.  Everyone  admitted  that  it 
made  the  sink  holes  up  the  hill  look 
like  dust  heaps.  But  few  of  the  students 
understood  exactly  what  was  being 
done. 

College  Park  is  coming  into  its  own. 
For  years,  students  at  this  rapidly 
growing  university  had  looked  down 
from  the  hill  on  the  decaying,  water- 
logged little  town  across  the  Boulevard. 
College  Park  had  no  theatre,  no  stores, 
no  paved  streets,  no  decent  plumbing, 


and  very  few  people.  Except  for  the 
large  fraternity  and  sorority  houses,  it 
looked  like  many  another  small,  sleepy 
Maryland  town.  Like  its  citizens,  stu- 
dents traveled  seven  miles  into  Wash- 
ington to  purchase  nearly  all  their  es- 
sentials and  luxuries  and  to  find  enter- 
tainment. Despite  the  University,  Col- 
lege Park  was  just  a dreary,  lower 
middle  class  suburb  of  Washington. 

Immediately  after  the  war,  the  town 
showed  signs  of  waking  up.  New  apart- 
ment houses  covered  large  areas  of 
waste  land  around  the  University.  The 
town  was  expanded  to  include  former- 
ly unincorporated  territory  some  dis- 
tance north  of  the  Boulevard.  As  local 
population  jumped,  the  University  kept 
pace,  until  the  combined  area  became 
one  of  the  largest  and  one  of  the  most 


loosely  organized  communities  in 
Maryland. 

BUT  INCREASED  population  needs 
increased  facilities.  Not  only  were 
the  roads  paved,  but,  much  to  the 
chagrin  of  the  students,  parking  meters 
were  installed.  But  still  the  citizenry 
and  the  students  alike  were  forced  to 
do  even  their  minor  shopping  in  Wash- 
ington. 

Clearly,  both  the  town  and  the  school 
needed  a shopping  center.  Mr.  Harry 
A.  Rosenfeld,  the  man  responsible  for 
much  of  the  other  building  in  the  area, 
originated  the  idea.  His  company  pur- 
chased a large  tract  of  land  on  the 
Boulevard  at  Knox  Road,  re-zoned  it 
for  commercial  use,  and  launched  the 
project. 

The  location  was  superb,  for  not  only 
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In  the  photo  above  is  the  L-shaped  superstructure  of  the  shopping  center  in  its  final  stages  of  com- 
pletion. It  doesn’t  take  too  much  imagination  to  be  able  to  see  three  hundred  college  hot-rods  parked 
in  the  plaza  between  the  center  and  the  Hot  Shoppe  at  right. 


is  the  Boulevard  the  main  route  from 
the  north  into  Washington,  but  Knox 
and  Hartwick  Roads  are  scheduled  to 
be  cut  through  to  University  Lane, 
from  which  they  will  connect  directly 
with  northwest  Washington.  Thus,  the 
center  will  be  on  three  main  traffic  ar- 
teries. Convenient  to  both  the  town  and 
the  University,  the  shopping  center  is 
in  a position  to  satisfy  the  needs  of 
both. 

Plans  were  drawn  up  for  a modern 
complex  of  buildings  constructed  in  the 
contemporary  style  of  steel,  concrete, 
and  glass.  Tenants  were  found,  and 
bids  opened  to  the  construction  compa- 
nies which  would  contract  to  build  the 
center.  The  work  was  soon  underway, 
and  about  July  first,  the  new  Col- 
lege Park  Shopping  Center  will  be  open 
to  the  public. 

THE  PRINCE  GEORGE’S  County 
Bank,  a Food  Fair  market,  a Peo- 
ples’ Drug  Store,  and  a Woolworth  5 
and  10  cent  store  will  be  included  in 
the  center.  There  will  also  be  an  art 
supplies  store,  a laundry,  a jewelry 


store,  and  separate  shop  for  men’s, 
women’s,  and  children’s  clothes.  These 
stores  and  shops  will  tailor  their  serv- 
ices to  the  needs  of  both  the  University 
and  the  town  of  College  Park. 

The  jeweler  will  stock  such  items  as 
luggage,  school  souvenirs,  and  porce- 
lain mugs  with  school  and  fraternity 
insignia.  The  men’s  shop  will  devote 
itself  largely  to  the  students,  who,  the 
proprietor  feels,  are  in  need  of  a large 
shop  where  all  types  of  nationally  ad- 
vertised men’s  clothing  are  available. 

The  Hot  Shoppe,  architecturally  a 
radical  departure  from  the  standard 
colonial  style,  will  offer  to  clubs,  fra- 
ternities, and  sororities  a basement 
Rathskeller  for  private  parties.  The 
Rathskeller  will  seat  about  fifty  people, 
and  the  main  dining  room  will  accom- 
modate about  one  hundred  and  sixty. 
Attached  to  the  Hot  Shoppe  will  be  a 
small  retail  pantry  store  handling  ice 
cream  and  pastries.  Also  offered  will 
be  the  usual  curb  service,  available  in 
other  restaurants  of  the  chain. 

Included  in  the  center  will  be  a large 
and  modern  ballroom  and  banquet  hall 
capable  of  holding  at  least  three  hun- 


dred and  fifty  people.  This  is  designed 
especially  for  the  use  of  University 
groups. 

A LARGE  PARKING  area  able  to 
accommodate  about  three  hun- 
dred automobiles  will  surround  the  cen- 
ter. Parking  facilities  will  also  be  lo- 
cated on  the  roof  of  one  of  the  build- 
ings and  eventually  on  a large  adjoin- 
ing lot  which  will  hold  about  five  hun- 
dred automobiles. 

Five  years  ago,  Silver  Spring,  Md., 
now  the  second  largest  community  in 
the  state,  was  as  disconnected  as  Col- 
lege Park.  A shopping  center  of  the 
same  type  as  is  being  built  here  tied 
the  community  together  and  helped 
build  it  into  one  of  the  most  completely 
developed  communities  in  Maryland. 
But  even  if  College  Park  never  grows 
as  much  as  Silver  Spring,  students  will 
soon  be  able  to  enjoy  here  some  of  the 
services  for  which  they  formerly  were 
forced  to  travel  to  Washington.  The 
town  of  College  Park  and  its  new  mer- 
chants will  soon  be  able  to  satisfy  the 
needs  of  the  University. 

— Pete  Neale 
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Of  Success 
and  Diplomas 


Low.*’  she  Nang 

as  the  bartender  dropped  a thousand 
dollar  hill  on  the  piano  keys 


by  Allen  Sent! 


KICHARD  AND  HORTENSE  left  the  University 
Dining  Hall  after  their  last  dinner  there  and  walked 
hand-in-hand  toward  the  wishing  well  behind  the  Inn. 

Tomorrow,  Richard  and  Hortense  would  graduate. 
After  four  years,  many  milkshakes,  formal  dances,  quar- 
rels and  kisses,  they  were  leaving  the  campus  they  loved. 

The  two  seniors  were  strangely  silent  as  they  walked 
over  the  dying  grass  for  nearly  the  last  time  in  their 
undergraduate  careers. 

“Remember  when  we  were  freshmen,  and  walked  on 
the  paths?”  Hortense  whinnied.  Richard  grunted,  “Uh 
huh,”  with  little  feeling  and  returned  to  his  silent  scowl  as 
he  killed  tender  grasslings  on  the  way  to  the  Wishing 
Well. 

The  building  where  one  George  Washington  was  ru- 
mored to  have  spent  the  night  was  deserted  as  the  two 
nearly-graduates  circled  the  structure  and  halted  before 
the  magic  well. 

Hortense  closed  her  eyes,  opened  her  arms,  parted  her 
eager  lips,  and  waited  for  her  first  kiss  of  the  evening. 
Richard  took  two  steps  backward  and  said,  “Darling,  I 
have  something  to  tell  you.” 

Hortense  nearly  fell  on  her  prominent  nose  at  the  sound 
of  her  true  love’s  words.  Clutching  the  well  cover,  she 
asked,  “What  is  it?” 

“Tomorrow  we  graduate,”  Richard  began,  “and  we  will 
then  be  adults.”  (Richard  was  twenty,  having  skipped  the 
third  grade  because  he  could  read  well.)  “I  have  decided 
that  I will  go  to  New  York  and  become  an  advertising  ex- 
ecutive like  that  guy  in  The  Hucksters. 

“I  can’t  take  you  along  with  me  because  I only  have 
$117.52,  and  besides,  I don’t  believe  you  would  like  New 
York.  It's  dog-eat-dog  up  there  and  I must  devote  my  full 
time  to  my  job.  You  have  to  be  sincere  to  get  ahead  in 
the  advertising  game,”  Richard  said  looking  forcefully  at 
the  moon,  which  refused  to  go  behind  a nearby  cloud. 
"Anyway,  we  can  still  be  friends,”  Richard  said  extend- 


ing his  hand  in  the  best  tradition  of  the  Dale  Carnegie 
course. 

HORTENSE  SNIFFLED  twice  through  her  prominent 
nose,  gulped  once,  and  said  with  her  best 
UT-Lizabeth  Scott  inflection,  “I  see  how  it  is.” 

With  hands  that  tried  to  tremble  but  couldn’t,  Hortense 
slowly  detached  herself  from  the  seven  sided  symbol  of 
the  Oo-Ya-Koo  social  club,  which  carried  four  pin  guards 
denoting  scribe,  paymaster,  party  planner,  and  assistant 
Lord  High  Mystic.  Pricking  herself  only  three  times,  Hor- 
tense jingled  the  gaudy,  platinum  studded  bauble  in  her 
palm  and  dropped  it  into  the  bony  fingers  of  its  owner. 

“Don’t  say  it  was  because  it  was,”  Hortense  laughed  as 
Richard  struggled  to  close  the  safety  catch  on  his  symbol 
of  independence,  now  firmly  anchored  on  his  cerise  and 
cream  sport  shirt. 

Giggling,  Hortense  leaned  over  the  downcast  head  of 
her  former  love,  kissed  him  lightly  on  the  forehead,  and 
set  off  up  the  hill  at  a gait  somewhere  between  a trot  and 
a canter.  Richard  raised  his  head  as  the  flying  form  darted 
between  two  trees.  The  darkness  separated  them  and  the 
fledgling  huckster  made  his  way  back  to  his  silent  room 
in  the  dormitory  where  he  spent  the  remainder  of  the 
evening  reading  Mary  Trueworth  Comics  and  his  well 
thumbed  copy  of  Inside  New  York. 

At  graduation  exercises  the  following  day,  the  two  ex- 
lovers remained  with  their  separate  family  groups  and 
issued  decrees  of  independence  to  their  fellow  graduates, 
parents,  and  younger  brothers  and  sisters. 

DIPLOMAS  IN  HAND,  the  young  huckster  and  his 
one  time  heavenly  Hortense  separately  killed  the 
last  of  their  share  of  tender  grasslings  and  departed  from 
the  University,  bag,  baggage,  and  bitterness. 

Hortense,  finding  her  home  atmosphere  intellectually 
dormant,  journeyed  to  Ocean  City  seventy-two  hours  after 
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her  graduation,  and  secured  a position  as  lunch  hour 
attendant  at  an  umbrella  stand.  During  her  off  duty  hours, 
Hortense  soaked  up  sun,  malt  beverages,  read  War  and 
Peace  and  studied  the  pages  of  the  New  York  Times, 
Herald-Tribune , and  Daily  News. 

Sun,  rain,  life-guards,  Crime  and  Punishment,  Purple 
Passion  parties,  and  the  New  York  publishers  helped 
Hortense  chase  July  and  three  weeks  of  August  into  a 
somewhat  bleary  oblivion. 

On  Wednesday  of  the  last  week  in  August,  Hortense 
left  her  position  with  the  umbrella  stand  and  began  work- 
ing as  a pianist-vocalist  at  the  Yellow  Dandelion  Club.  She 
managed  to  secure  the  position  after  her  predecessor 
eloped  with  a midget  auto  racer  and  all  other  available 
entertainers  had  departed  for  warmer  climates. 

Every  evening  at  eight,  ten,  and  twelve,  Hortense  would 
sing  her  songs : “Moanin’  Low,”  “Feelin’  Low,”  “I'm  Low,” 
and  “Hot,  My  Goodness  It  was  Hot.” 

AT  THE  TEN  O'CLOCK  show  on  the  last  night  in 
L August,  Hortense  sang  “I’m  Low”  to  the  assembled 
audience  of  three  Hopkins  fellows,  one  bartender,  and 
the  cleaning  woman. 

As  Hortense  began  the  piano  introduction  for  “Hot . . . 
the  bartender  dropped  a thousand  dollar  bill  on  the  keys 
and  said,  “The  gentleman  seated  near  the  door  to  the 
men’s  room  would  like  to  hear  “I’m  Low”  again. 

Hortense  directed  her  gaze  toward  the  door  in  question 
and  saw  seated  there,  surrounded  by  four  bodyguards 
whose  coats  bulged  with  the  bulk  of  shoulder  holsters, 
Richard. 

Hortense  played  and  sang  “I’m  Low,”  and  waved  a 


goodbye  to  her  audience  as  Richard  approached  the  small 
bandstand. 

Richard  helped  Hortense  down  to  the  floor  level  and, 
after  dismissing  the  bodyguards  with  a wave  of  his  hand, 
escorted  her  to  the  back  of  the  club  where  he  helped  her 
into  the  front  seat  of  a black  and  gold  Cadillac  convertible. 

“How’s  the  huckstering  business?”  asked  Hortense  as 
she  relaxed  on  the  gold  lame  upholstery  of  the  convertible. 

“For  the  dogs,  baby,  for  the  dogs,”  Richard  answered 
easily. 

“I  couldn’t  get  an  advertising  job  so  when  I was  down 
to  my  last  $25,  I went  out  to  Jamaica,  played  a six  horse 
parlay  which  I doped  out  from  the  date  on  my  diploma, 
won  $743,695.27,  bought  out  two  of  Frankie  Costello’s 
boys,  and  now  own  two  casinos,  one  race  track,  fourteen 
apartment  houses,  and  a few  other  investments  I won’t 
go  into  at  this  time,”  Richard  explained. 

“Lucky  you,”  said  Hortense,  trying  to  sound  as  much 
like  Lauren  Bacall  and  Lizabeth  Scott  as  possible. 

“Would  you  like  my  pin  back?”  asked  Richard. 

“You  know  it,”  answered  Hortense.  These  were  the  last 
words  she  said  until  she  repeated  “I  will"  before  an  Elkton 
justice  of  the  peace  ninety  minutes  later. 

WHEN  LAST  SEEN,  Richard  and  Hortense  were 
trampling  tender  grasslings  in  the  plush  paddock 
of  Santa  Anita.  Richard  had  a rolled  piece  of  parchment 
sticking  out  of  his  coat  pocket,  and  Hortense  was  hum- 
ming “I’m  Low,  like  hell  I am”  through  her  prominent 
nose. 

Moral:  Save  your  diploma  once  you  get  it. 


\\  ith  Richard  were  bodyguards 
whose  coats  bidged  with  the  bulk 
of  shoulder  holsters. 
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O.  L.  on  a limb:  Personalities  tc 


Five  People  low’// 
Hear  btore  About 

A PREDICTION 


ON  THESE  TW  O pages  is  a much-abbreviated  prognosti- 
cation. Instead  of  looking  backward  in  its  last  issue  of  the 
1950-51  school  term,  the  01.1)  LINE  prefers  to  look  ahead, 
attempting  to  profile  some  of  the  personalities  who  will 
be  becoming  “big  names”  during  the  next  two  semesters. 

Now  a resident  dean  of  foreign  studies  in  Auricli,  Eiter 
W.  Dobert  (the  t is  silent)  will  return  to  the  Maryland 
campus  in  September  to  teach  both  French  and  German. 
Dobert  has  lived  an  unusual  life.  He  was  in  the  Prussian 
Army  but  was  anti-Nazi.  Finding  this  situation  precarious, 
he  escaped  to  Switzerland,  traveled  to  France,  and  linally 
to  the  United  States.  He  is  the  author  of  .4  German  Discovers 
France,  which  was  published  in  Switzerland  and  written  in 
German,  f rench,  and  Dutch:  The  l\eic  Patriotism,  published 
in  Switzerland  and  written  in  French:  and  Convert  to  Free- 
dom. published  by  Putnam  of  New  York.  Dobert  was  one  of 
Maryland’s  most  popidar  professors  before  his  sojourn  to 
Europe,  and  his  return  brings  back  to  the  campus  one  of 
its  most  colorful  personalities. 

Making  his  first  appearance  before  University  Theatre 
last  semester  as  Erwenter  in  “The  Silver  Whistle,”  Ed  Gall 
established  himself  as  a refreshing  new  actor  on  the  Mary- 
land campus.  He  has  since  held  major  roles  in  the  last 
two  UT  productions,  “Ceasar  and  Cleopatra,”  and  “Mac- 
beth.” University  Theatre  enthusiasts  are  expecting  big 
things  from  Ed  next  year. 

Now  a junior  majoring  in  speech,  Ed  spent  his  first  two 
years  at  Washington  State  University,  where  he  was  also 
active  in  drama.  He  has  done  summer  theatre  work  in  Ohio 
and  this  year  has  captured  the  juvenile  lead  of  Clarence 
Sullivan  in  the  Washington  «esquicentennial  pageant,  “Faith 
of  Our  Fathers,”  which  begins  its  run  in  June. 

Recent  winner  of  the  Regional  Sears  Roebuck  Scholar- 
ship, Sophon.ore  Bill  Fell  looks  like  the  man  to  watch  in 
the  ag  college.  Fell,  a varsity  letterman  in  soccer,  through 
high  school  and  thus  far  in  college  has  been  the  type  of 
outstanding  individual  that  the  above-mentioned  scholar- 
ship is  supposed  to  recognize.  Fell  was  picked  early  as 
a comer,  though.  Last  year  he  won  the  freshman  Sears 
Roebuck  award,  this  year  he  was  chosen  the  best  ag  college 
sophomore  in  the  Northeastern  United  States. 


Faculty:  EITER  DOBERT 


Theatre:  ED  CALL 
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i< Watch  Next  Year  at  Maryland 


Sophomore  Don  Moran  is  going  to  be  Hud  Millikan's 
biggest  addition  to  next  year's  promising  hardwood  troupe. 
At  least  that’s  the  opinion  of  Coach  Millikan  who  asserts 
that  the  6'3"  “Humper”  Moran,  a spotty  performer  last 
season,  has  been  exhibiting  consistency  in  spring  practice 
that  presages  much  more  of  the  basketball  proficiency  that 
made  Moran  show  so  well  in  the  games  against  VMI,  George- 
town, and  N.C.  State.  His  driving  backhand  shot,  his  best 
weapon,  helped  him  have  a 43  per  cent  field  goal  percentage 
during  the  past  season,  thirty-eighth  in  the  Nation. 

Phil  Geraci  entered  the  Maryland  publications  scene  in 
January,  1950,  as  a Diamondback  reporter  and  has  ex- 
perienced an  unmatched  jet-propelled  advance.  During 
summer  school,  Phil  was  associate  editor  of  the  M-Book. 
a job  which  was  rewarded  with  the  next  year’s  M-Book 
editorship.  He  now  holds  a news  editor’s  position  on  the 
Diamondback  and  has  just  been  appointed  managing  editor 
for  the  1951-52  paper.  Taking  a fling  at  campus  politics, 
Phil  was  SGA  Delegate-at-I.arge  for  the  latter  part  of  this 
year. 

Actually,  we  have  taken  only  a calculated  risk  in  select- 
ing these  people.  We  got  the  real  inside  scoop  from  those 
who  should  know.  These  people  will  no  doubt  prove  our 
predictions  correct — if  they  don't  it’s  going  to  be  mighty 
cold  and  lonesome  out  on  a long  limb  next  winter. 

— Ann  Hen  nett  and  Lou  Fore 


Athletics:  DON  MORAN 


Scholastics:  BILL  FELL 
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Publications:  PHIL  GERACI 


Brigham,  like  Uncle  Sam.  look* 
forward  to  graduation. 


Alumni  Press  Agent 

He  deals  in  everything  from 
apples  to  nuts 


by  Bud  Jump 


“THE  OTHER  DAY  a distressed 
I mother  called  David  L.  Brigham, 
Maryland  Alumni  secretary,  and  asked 
him  to  transfer  her  “Johnny”  from  a 
temporary  dorm  to  one  of  the  dorms  on 
the  hill  so  that  he  wouldn’t  have  “to 
cross  the  Boulevard  three  times  a day.” 
Obligingly,  Brigham  helped  to  have  the 
student  transferred. 

Not  only  does  this  six-foot-plus 
gentleman  have  worried  mothers  on 
his  hands,  but  he  is  also  the  recipient 
of  an  abundance  of  daily,  run-of-the- 
mill  requests  at  his  office  in  Ross- 
borough  Inn.  There,  demands  pour  in 
for  football  tickets,  catalogues,  admis- 
sion applications,  and  reservations  for 
rooms  in  the  dorms.  Ocassionally, 
some  quirk  of  fate  sends  a confusing 
and  mysterious  package  to  the  secre- 
tary. One  day  he  opened  a parcel,  and, 
to  his  perplexed  surprise,  found  a box 
of  common  top  soil  before  him.  Later 
he  found  that  the  sender  wanted  the 
soil  tested  in  the  Agronomy  labora- 
tory. 

You  might  ask  what  these  anecdotes 
have  to  do  with  an  Alumni  secretary’s 
job.  Well,  the  tasks  all  come  under  the 
heading  of  a “public  relations”  official, 
Brigham’s  title. 

A Maryland  graduate  of  1938  and  a 
combat  correspondent  and  press  rela- 
tions chief  for  the  40th  Infantry  Di- 
vision during  the  war,  Brigham  is  in 
reality  a public  relations  manager  for 
the  Alumni  Council.  His  main  function 
is  to  foster  the  general  welfare  of  the 
University  and  to  develop  mutually 
beneficial  relations  among  the  Uni- 
versity, its  alumni,  and  the  people  of 
the  state.  One  of  the  media  the 
Alumni  uses  to  publicize  the  Univers- 
ity is  to  sponsor  regular  tours  of  stu- 
dent organizations  such  as  the  band, 
glee  club,  and  gymkana  troupe. 

FREQUENTLY,  business  firms  seek- 
ing older  and  more  mature  men  than 
the  average  college  graduate  come  to 
Brigham  for  qualified  graduates  to  fill 
positions  on  their  staffs.  When  Brig- 
ham cannot  help  them,  the  prospective 
employers  are  referred  to  the  Deans 
of  the  respective  colleges. 


The  Alumni’s  scholarship  program 
for  athletes  and  students  is  handled 
through  the  secretary’s  office.  Its  basic 
object  is  to  assist  prospective  Uni- 
versity students  through  loan  funds 
and  full  and  part  time  scholarships. 
The  source  of  revenue  for  the  program 
is  provided  through  a leasing  of  vend- 
ing machines,  located  throughout  the 
campus.  Offering  everything  from  nuts 
to  apples,  these  machines  return  to  the 
Council  from  ten  to  twelve  thousand 
dollars  a year. 

With  a staff  of  two  secretaries  and 
three  part-time  students,  Brigham’s  of- 
fice is  the  liaison  headquarters  for  the 
200,000  pieces  of  mail  sent  by  the  or- 
ganization each  year  to  inform  the 
alumni  of  such  events  as  class  re- 


unions, club  meetings,  and  general  or- 
ganizational festivities. 

Upon  entering  the  Alumni  office’s 
mailing  room  on  the  first  floor  of  Ross- 
borough  Inn,  one  is  confronted  by  box 
after  box  of  mailing  cards  and  indices. 
Oh  the  organization’s  mailing  list  are 
some  25,000  names  representing  the 
potential  membership.  Throughout  the 
year,  the  lists  are  revised  to  keep  an 
accurate  account  of  changes  in  address- 
es and  loss  of  membership  through 
death.  When  an  alumnus  informs  the 
office  of  a change  in  address,  it  takes 
approximately  six  minutes  to  revise 
the  records,  card  files,  and  address 
plates  of  that  individual. 

Speaking  of  mailing  lists,  there  is  a 
( Continued  on  page  22) 
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' Look  out,  here  comes  that  nosey  Collie!” 


*Y OU  AMD  YOUR  TO  KELL  WITH 
THIS  JOE  COLLEGE  STUFF" 


What  Other  College 
Mags  Are  Doing 
—A  Sampling 
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OH,  IT  TAKES  A HEAP  O’  CREDITS 
FOR  A MAH  TO  GRADUATE 


They  took  a protoplasmic  hit 
And  added  knowledge  unto  It: 

They  dumped  it  on  a campus  wide 
And  put  professors  by  Its  side. 
Plastered  it  with  bottled  Grille 
(Well-plied  with  Pepto-Bismol  pills); 
Acquaintance  with  a football  game 
And  practice  gave  It  halfback  fame; 


It  ran  the  gauntlet  that  was  there 
Of  dean's  slips,  and  It  had  Its  share 
Of  long  exams  and  compositions. 

Lab  work  and  brief  expositions; 

To  Greeks  galore  It  was  displayed. 
And  on  the  dance  floor  was  arrayed ; 
They  peppered  It  with  short  vacations 
Of  a summer's  brief  duration; 


The  tunnel  and  the  many  benches, 
Spring  and  fall  and  many  wenches. 
Pickled  cats,  formaldehyde, 

Galipers  and  hooks  abide; 

The  days  rolled  by  and  into  years. 

The  past  now  filled  with  F's  and  beers. 
And  even  G.I.  Bills  must  fade 
And  eager  students  find  a trade — 


At  last  the  It  achieves  the  peak 
That  all  employers  choose  and  seek: 
The  protoplasm  s to  be  had 
As  an  accomplished  College  Grad ! 
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Hail  the  benches  neath  the  trees 
And  the  passing  birds  and  bees; 

Hail  to  spring  and  hail  to  fall. 

Hail  the  gals,  we  loved  them  all; 

Hail  the  profs  and  past  exams, 
Likewise  praise  the  cribs  and  crams; 

Glory  be  the  games  and  dances. 

All  the  pinnings  and  romances. 
Sleeping  late  and  cutting  classes. 

And  the  countless  brimming  glasses; 


Allah  praise  the  morning  after 
And  the  headaches  and  the  laughter; 

Heaven  bless  the  cigarettes 
And  the  old  still-unpaid  debts — 

Something  I don't  like  at  all 
Tells  me  that  the  cruel  world  calls. 
And  my  recommend  for  work 
Praises  an  “accomplished  Shirk  ": 
College  life  was  so  carefree. 

Oh  what  will  now  become  of  me? 

So  toast  the  good  old  campus  feel — 
Believe  me,  fellows,  it  s been  real! 


by  Ginie  Bennett 
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CINDERS  AND  SPIKES 


One  of  tlie  reasons  why  Maryland 
is  a consistent  contender  on  the 
oval  pathways  is  the  coaching  of 
Jim  Kelioe,  head  track  coach  and 
a record-setting  distance  runner  of 
the  forties. 


Collective  and  directed  individuality— 

these  few  words  express  the  nature  of  any  athletic 
team.  But  in  track,  more  generally  than  in  any  other  sport, 
the  individual  plays  the  greatest  role.  Here,  successful 
team  competition  depends  upon  successful  individual  com- 
petition. And  individual  success  depends  upon  a competi- 
tor’s training  and  conditioning.  Maryland’s  head  track 
coach  Jim  Kehoe  has  an  ample  measure  of  individuality 
on  this  season’s  squad.  “But,”  complains  Kehoe,  “we  lack 
over-all  balance.” 

Although  the  team  does  not  have  the  depth  and  balance 
of  the  undefeated  teams  of  the  previous  three  years,  it  does 
possess  a record  of  individual  performance  superior  to 
that  of  the  past.  The  squad  has  an  abundance  of  record 
holders — men  such  as  Jack  Unterkofler,  holder  of  the  Uni- 
versity’s shot-put  record;  Tyson  Craemer,  Southern  Con- 
ference Indoor  and  Outdoor  Champion  in  the  mile  run; 
Bill  Barnum,  co-holder  of  the  Southern  Conference  Indoor 
High  Jump  championship  for  1951;  and  Morty  Cohen, 
hurdler  and  broad  jumper,  a consistent  winner,  and,  to 
quote  Kehoe,  “one  of  the  best  all  around  athletes  ever  to 
attend  Maryland.” 

Primarily,  Maryland’s  balance  has  been  offset  by  a 
dearth  of  sprinters  in  the  100,  220,  and  440  yard  dashes. 
Early  in  the  season,  Jim  Johnson,  the  most  capable  of 
University  sprinters,  was  forced  from  competition  by  a 
pulled  muscle  in  his  leg.  Consequently,  Maryland  did  with- 


out a consistent,  winning  dash  man  for  the  greater  part 
of  the  season. 

THE  GREATEST  strength  of  the  team  during  the  year 
came  from  the  six  field  events — the  shot-put,  discus, 
javelin,  broad  jump,  high  jump,  and  pole  vault.  There  it 
was  that  the  most  consistent  winning  performances  were 
rendered  in  relation  to  the  number  of  events  that  Mary- 
land men  entered. 

In  competition,  distance  and  middle  distance  perform- 
ers, Tyson  Craemer,  A1  Buehler,  and  Gus  Meier  have 
been,  in  their  coach’s  opinion,  “outstanding.”  They  were 
the  primary  source  of  strength  in  the  880  yard,  one  mile, 
and  two  mile  runs. 

To  re-coin  an  old  phrase,  the  life  of  a trackman  is  not 
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Kehoe's  track 
philosophy:  hard  work 
and  determination 


so  easy  as  rolling  off  a log.  Kehoe  estimates  that  a mini- 
mum of  six  weeks  is  required  to  properly  prepare  a man 
for  an  event.  For  the  middle  distance  and  distance  men, 
the  season  continues  from  the  first  week  of  September  until 
the  first  of  June.  This  nine-month  period  embraces  three 
track  seasons — cross-country,  indoor,  and  outdoor.  Con- 
sequently, in  these  events  it  is  difficult  for  a man  to  main- 
tain a high  level  of  readiness  and  performance  throughout 
the  entire  year. 

Sprinters,  hurdlers,  and  field  men  work  both  indoors 
and  outdoors  from  December  till  June.  The  six  month 
routine  includes  a daily  average  of  one  and  a half  hours 
of  exercising  and  conditioning. 

FOR  NEXT  YEAR,  the  prospects  are  promising.  The 
team  will  receive  added  strength  from  two  sources:  this 
year’s  freshman  team  and  next  year’s  incoming  freshmen. 
Heretofore,  freshmen  were  restricted  from  varsity  com- 
petition by  a Southern  Conference  and  national  ruling 
requiring  them  to  compete  only  against  freshmen  of  other 
schools.  Recently  the  Conference  schools  voted  to  allow 
freshmen  to  compete  in  all  varsity  sports  because  of  a 
decline  in  the  number  of  available  athletes. 

The  varsity  track  team  will  be  supplemented  next  sea- 
son especially  in  the  sprint  events,  this  year’s  weak  spot. 
For  then  it  is  that  Charlie  Wagner,  Phil  Stroup,  Mac  Byrd, 
Anthony  Miller,  and  Jim  Pentzer — all  members  of  the  oft- 
winning  frosh  relay  teams — will  become  eligible  for 
varsity  competition.  Not  alone  upon  “new  blood”  will  the 
Kehoe-men  be  dependent,  however.  Of  all  the  men  men- 
tioned in  this  article,  not  one  will  be  lost  through  gradu- 
ation ; all  have  at  least  one  additional  year  of  competitive 
eligibility  remaining. 

Speaking  of  “new  blood,”  Kehoe  believes  that  finding 
and  developing  new  talent  is  “one  of  the  most,  if  not  the 
most,  important  phases  of  coaching.” 

SAYS  THE  THIRTY-TWO  year-old  coach,  “In  the  final 
analysis,  material  is  the  all  important  factor  in  the 
calibre  of  the  team  produced.  Maryland’s  high  school  track 
program,  like  its  football  program,  is  very  weak.  Most  of 
our  material  has  to  be  developed  largely  at  the  University 
or  obtained  from  the  physical  activities  program  or  the 
intramural  program  (which,  by  the  way,  Kehoe  directs). 


While  it  is  convenient  to  be  able  to  bring  in  boys  already 
developed  from  the  outside,  it  provides  a great  sense  of 
satisfaction  to  have  a part  in  working  with  untrained  and 
mediocre  material  and  developing  it  into  varsity  material.” 

By  no  means  is  a team  wholly  or  solely  dependent  upon 
its  individual  competing  members  for  success  and  develop- 
ment. It  has  been  said  that  a team  is  no  better  than  its 
leader.  So  it  is  with  the  men  of  the  track  squad.  Leader- 
ship is  a primary  factor — and  leadership  for  the  cinder- 
men  is  derived  from  three  major  sources:  Kehoe,  Lambert 
Redd,  and  A.  C.  Ball. 

Himself  a Maryland  trackman  of  the  early  1940’s,  Kehoe 
has  been  head  coach  of  the  squad  since  1948,  succeeding 
Geary  Eppley,  now  the  Dean  of  Men.  His  all-time  Mary- 
land record  still  stands  in  the  880  yard  run — a time  of 
one  minute,  50.7  seconds.  As  a trackman,  Kehoe  became 
the  National  Junior  800  meter  champion  in  1940  at  Fresno, 
California,  his  time  being  one  minute,  51.1  seconds.  As  a 
coach,  he  has  been  thrice  defeated  in  dual  meet  competition 
since  he  assumed  the  position  of  head  coach.  Those  three 
losses  came  this  year  in  meets  with  North  Carolina,  Camp 
Lejeune,  and  Navy. 

Assisting  Kehoe  are  Lambert  Redd  and  A.  C.  Ball.  As 
coach  of  the  hurdlers  and  jumpers,  Redd  includes  among 
his  accomplishments  several  national  championships  in 
the  broad  jump  and  a second  place  in  that  event  in  the 
1932  Olympics.  In  addition,  he  was  a sprinter,  hurdler,  and 
high  jumper  at  Bradley  University  in  the  early  thirties. 

Ball,  coaching  the  weight  events,  is  a retired  executive 
of  the  Veterans  Administration  and  was  formerly  a con- 
sultant in  track  and  football  at  Tulane  University. 

EVENTUALLY,  the  new  Byrd  Stadium  will  be  the  site 
of  all  outdoor  athletic  activity.  The  trackmen  are  ten- 
tatively scheduled  to  move  there  next  season.  During  the 
summer  months,  workmen  are  expected  to  regrade  and 
level  the  cinder  oval  to  complete  the  track  and  field  for 
the  fall. 

With  the  advent  of  the  draft  and  the  rising  amount  of 
stress  placed  on  scholastic  achievement,  Kehoe  has 
changed  his  professional  advice  to  the  team  from  “Steady, 
Ace!”  to  “Study,  Ace!” 

The  philosophy  behind  Kehoe’s  work  is  simple.  “Success 
in  track  as  in  any  other  undertaking,”  says  the  coach,  "is 
the  result  of  two  qualities:  determination  and  hard  work.” 
And  he  places  the  greater  emphasis  on  the  latter  of  the 
two. 

This  Saturday,  the  season  ends  for  the  Maryland  men 
at  Atlanta,  Georgia,  where  they  will  compete  in  the  annual 
Southern  and  Southeastern  Conference  meet.  After  the 
meet,  Kehoe’s  attention  will  shift  from  the  revealed  reality 
of  this  year  to  the  potential  and  promise  of  next  year.  And 
just  what  will  be  the  reality  of  the  future?  That’s  what 
Kehoe  would  like  to  know. 
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by  ART  ODELL 

August  23,  1896 

Professor  Dudley  and  I have  at  last  arrived  at  the  main- 
land, and  if  fortune  continues  to  smile  as  it  did  during  our 
trip  from  Liverpool,  we  should  start  safari  for  Lower 
Uijing-bu-bu  within  the  fortnight.  The  bay  here  is  a virtual 
tropical  paradise.  No  thought  is  given  to  food,  for  the 
land  abounds  in  prodigious  quantities  of  shelless  snails 
(quite  similar  to  the  American  slug),  dwarf  peanut  plants, 
and  a sort  of  giant  rat. 

Tomorrow  the  professor  and  I shall  hire  porters  in  the 
native  village. 

August  24,  1896 

Bargaining  with  the  natives  seems  almost  injurious  to 
one's  conscience,  for  their  simple  natures  permit  them  to 
accept  the  smallest  trifle  in  return  for  their  labours.  In- 
deed, Processor  Dudley  succeeded  in  obtaining  the  services 
of  a guide — Nurack,  he  is  called — in  return  for: 

1.  $1,200  in  U.S.  government  bonds 

2.  330  shares  of  G.M.  common  stock 

3.  fishing  subsidy  for  entire  tribe. 

August  28,  1896 

We  are  now  three  days  inland  from  the  village.  The 
natives  are  restless  this  evening.  Recreation  is  what  they 
need.  Tomorrow  I shall  give  them  a cricket  bat  and  ball, 
and  we  should  have  a jolly  game.  Loser  pays  for  tea  all 
round — jove,  what  sport. 

August  30,  1896 

Our  first  sign  of  the  kiwak  bird  ...  A porter  came  back 
to  camp  last  night  saying  he  had  seen  a horribly  mutilated 
salamander  floating  down  stream  on  its  tummy.  A bloody 
sight,  but  we  buried  the  poor  creature  with  proper  rites 
and  all,  you  know.  Curse  you,  kiwak  bird. 

August  31,  1896 

This  is  kiwak  country,  and  the  natives  refuse  to  proceed 
further.  The  professor,  undisturbed,  gave  them  their  retro- 
active severance  pay  and  a bag  of  cocoanuts.  They  left 
immediately  by  canoe. 

October  3,  1896 

Professor  Dudley  and  myself  were  most  fortunate  in 
locating  the  tracks  of  a kiwak  bird  near  an  abandoned 
garage.  We  erected  a most  ingenious  trap  which  might 
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wacky  Safari 


be  described  as  follows: 

Three  green  steel  rods  supporting  a twenty  pound 
cheese.  Beneath  the  cheese  four  surplus  land  mines  and 
a six-pound  black  powder  charge. 

October  5,  1896 

Oh  that  England  shall  never  forget  us — we  have  caught 
a kiwak  bird. 

I feel  obliged  to  trust  the  description  of  this  bird  to 
Professor  Dudley,  whose  renown  in  the  ornithological  world 
pronounces  his  merit  for  the  task: 

Professor  Dudley  wrote: 

"Unlike  the  paradoctitus  or  anushomux,  which  I had  ex- 
pected the  kiwak  bird  to  resemble,  this  was  the  silliest 
damn  crow  I've  ever  seen.  It  was  sort  of  big  and  ugly, 
with  a pretty  bill.  I think  its  bill  was  the  prettiest  thing 
about  the  whole  bird,  cause  the  rest  sure  was  ugly." 

October  8,  1896 

We  have  the  kiwak  bird  now.  We  have  it  in  a gunny 
sack.  We're  going  back  to  England  now,  the  Professor 
and  I.  Back  to  dear  old  Liverpool.  We've  done  our  bit 
for  science.  Farewell  Lower  Uijing-bu-bu,  farewell  land  of 
jungle  enchantment. 
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DESIRABLE 

DEUCACy? 


THE  THREE  PIECE  COMBO  behind  the  bar  is  softly  playing 
oldtime  hits  of  the  mid-twentieth  century  as  Joe  Twerp,  class  of  78, 
Baltimore  High,  enters  the  Grille.  The  music  is  completely  unfamiliar 
to  Joe,  as  well  it  might  be,  for  it  was  popular  long  before  he  was 
born. 

Twenty-seven  years  old,  he  has 
just  completed  his  five  year 
hitch  in  the  Army.  But,  Joe 
doesn't  feel  too  badly  about  the 
years  of  his  life  spent  in  the  serv- 
ice. After  all,  every  young  man 
in  the  nation  has  been  obliged 
to  serve  since  the  Korean  police 
action  began  back  in  1950. 

Latest  news  releases  by  the  PTA  (Peoples'  Thought  Agency)  are 
encouraging,  however.  General  of  the  Army  Michaelis  is  quoted  as 
saying  that  his  intelligence  estimates  that  there  are  only  231  million 
communist  soldiers  remaining.  Considering  their  present  rate  of 
mortality,  the  General  estimates  that  we  should  be  able  to  remove 
the  threat  in  about  ten  more  years.  He  added,  though,  that  the 
current  build  up  of  the  services  fighting  potential  must  be  maintained. 
To  that  end,  he  has  submitted  to  the  Congress  a bill  requesting  that 
234  billion  dollars  be  added  to  the  Armed  Services  appropriations 
for  the  current  month.  To  finance  the  measure,  Congress  tacked  an 
additional  20%  excise  tax  on  horseradish.  People  are  eating  horse- 
radish like  hell  these  days. 

As  he  removes  his  ROTC  cap,  Joe  muses  over  the  past,  vaguely 
remembering  when  drill  was  held  only  twice  a week.  But  things  are 
different  now  . . . now  that  THE  General  is  President. 

Joe  orders  a horseradish  sandwich  with  hamburger  dressing.  People 
are  eating  horseradish  like  hell  nowadays. 

The  lean,  gaunt  man  behind  the  counter — things  are  really  tough — 
comments  that  the  University  drill  team  did  "fairly  well"  last  night. 
There  are  several  rumors  afoot,  however,  that  the  flight  guides  are 
being  subsidized  and  that  the  National  Collegiate  Drill  Team  Asso- 
ciation will  reprimand  the  school  for  violating  the  Articles  of  War. 

Such  trifles  don't  bother  our  hero,  though.  Biting  into  his  horse- 
radish sandwich,  he  gives  the  waitress  his  last  food  ration  coupon  for 
the  day.  People  are  eating  horseradish  . . . etc. — Charles  Bucy 
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Epicu  XQ&O 
Etiquette 

How  are  your  dining-hall  manners?  Read  and  compare. 


by  Lorraine  Jorgensen 


IGHT  UNDER  OUR  NOSES  (in  a manner  of  speaking)  is  the  magnet 
of  the  university,  the  cross-road  of  the  campus — the  dining  hall — 
where  Massachusetts  meets  New  York  over  boiled  potatoes,  where  Texas 
gossips  with  Tennessee  over  fried  fish  cakes.  Here  Maryland  inmates 
gather  thrice  daily  to  display  their  abilities  with  food  and  conversation. 
We  have  been  observing  the  Sunday  variations  of  epicurean  etiquette 
displayed  hereabouts  and  our  findings,  carefully  catalogued  are  given 
below.  If  you  can’t  find  yourself  in  any  of  the  following  tid-bits,  then 
you  don’t  patronize  Mister  Lappin’s  food  emporium. 

Carrying  the  tray  from  the  line  to  a table  is  a relatively  simple 
procedure.  Only  after  the  cap  is  taken  from  the  milk  bottle  and  your 
legs  are  twisted  around  the  rungs  of  the  chair  does  the  fun  begin.  Every 
approach  and  method  of  getting  food  from  the  plate  to  between  the 
molars  is  represented.  Not  that  eating  is  a particularly  difficult  task, 
you  understand,  but  actually  there  is  more  to  it  than  having  your 
mouth  pop  open  each  time  your  fork  leaves  the  plate. 


@OR  INSTANCE,  there’s  a real  science  in  getting  peas  on  the  fork 
when  you  have  no  muffin  to  push  them  with,  but  with  super- 
human patience  and  long  years  of  experience,  the  number  of  times 
you  chase  the  peas  around  the  plate  gradually  diminishes  until  at 

last  one  carefully  aimed,  murderous  jab  with  the  fork  ends  the  marathon 

and  brings  final  victory.  The  world  knows  no  greater  satisfaction  than 
triumph  over  the  pea.  Ask  the  man  who  just  stabbed  one. 


S YOU  glance  around  the  room  you  suddenly  realize  that  straws 
are  one  of  the  modern  miracles  of  mealtime.  What  other  object  could 
double  as  Admiral  Byrd’s  flagpole  when  it’s  stuck  in  the  potatoes,  and 
as  a TV  antenna  when  it’s  joined  with  others  to  tower  above  the  table. 
Think  of  the  jolt  to  civilization  if  the  golden,  corkscrew  curls  of  un- 
raveled paper  were  to  become  extinct,  or  if  bubbles  in  milk  were 
to  belong  to  another  age.  Your  appreciation  of  the  tiny  tubes  seems  to 
spring  to  new  heights.  However,  as  one  very  punny  diner  put  it,  the 
general  conviction  is  that  straws  offer  rather  hollow  entertainment. 
( This  jpiece  was  written  many  moons  ago  before  R.  Lappin’s  dastardly 
decision  which  now  allows  only  two  straws  per  playboy.) 


The  OLD  LINE 


UT  DON’T  think  the  dining  hall  is  all 
play  and  no  work.  No  sir!  Just  reflect 
for  a moment.  The  art  of  getting  a piece 
of  bone  or  gristle  gracefully  out  of  the 
mouth  without  swallowing  the  fork  or 
extracting  a tooth  in  the  process  is  among 
the  most  intricate  and  highly  specialized  phases  of 
etiquette.  The  training  necessary  to  master  this  op- 
eration is  easily  equivalent  to  that  required  for  a 
Master’s  degree.  When  it  becomes  apparent  that  the 
wad  can’t  be  gotten  past  the  Adam’s  apple  without 
causing  slow  death  by  strangulation,  the  reaction  is  to 
sit  back  and  wonder  how  in  the  name  of  heaven  you  got 
in  that  predicament  in  the  first  place.  A casual  glance 
over  each  shoulder  reveals  who  is  watching.  Then,  after 
repeated  attempts  to  remove  the  wad  a la  Emily  Post, 
you  find  you  may  choose  one  of  two  possible  solutions: 
either  resort  to  the  old  fingers  to  get  the  gristle  to  some 
remote  corner  of  the  plate,  or  else  decide  that  you  really 
weren’t  hungry  anyway  and  wait  until  you’re  outside 
to  dispose  of  it.  Such  is  the  price  of  eating  in  public. 


HICKEN  dinner  is  an  interesting  meal. 
If  fingers  are  used,  the  fear  that  some- 
one is  commenting  on  your  uncouth 
manner  constantly  gnaws  at  the  soul. 
If  you  decide  to  elect  a cultured  course 
and  cut  the  meat  from  the  bone,  you 
work  yourself  into  a sweat,  pave  the  way  for  a case 
of  nervous  ulcers,  and,  as  the  result  of  your  labor,  end 
up  with  only  a few  strands  of  meat  that  would  be  lost 
between  two  oyster  crackers.  And  what  can  be  more 
embarrassing  than  to  have  the  fowl,  as  it’s  being  cut, 
leap  from  the  tray  and  plunge  to  the  floor  while  you 
cringe  behind  your  knife  and  fork,  slump  deeper  into 
the  chair,  and  feel  the  overwhelming  desire  to  crawl 
under  the  table.  All  of  which  goes  to  prove  that  chicken 
should  not  be  served  on  Siftiday,  the  day  on  which 
nothing  but  saintly  thoughts  should  be  thunk.  Will 
someone  clue  the  dietitian? 


UST  ONE  meal  proves  that  there’s  no 
place,  absolutely  no  place  like  the  din- 
ing hall.  Where  else  could  you  receive 
the  heartwarming  applause  when  your 
tray  goes  crashing  to  the  floor,  or  de- 
velop the  ingenuity  that  comes  from 
eating  ice  cream  with  a fork  because  no  spoons  were 
in  the  trough  when  you  passed  in  line?  Without  a doubt, 
mealtime  is  the  mother  of  originality;  and  anytime  you 
want  to  visit  Ma  and  the  kids,  drop  in  at  the  dining  hall. 
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Famous  Funnies 


The  average  girl  would  rather 
have  beauty  than  brains,  because  the 
average  male  can  see  better  than  he 
can  think. 


It's  still  not  too  late. 

Come  see  us. 


l'lione  JUnipor  7-7  100 
Evenings  A Sunday  OLiver  309!) 

Office  and 
Secretarial 
Services 

S034  COLESVILLE  ROAD 
SILVER  SPRING,  MD. 


There  is  an  adage  in  far  off  Egypt 
that  bad  little  girls  become  mum- 
mies. 


“Hell,  yes,”  said  the  Devil,  pick- 
ing up  the  phone. 


A business  tycoon  called  in  his 
first  vice-president  one  day. 

“Bill,”  he  said,  “I  want  the  truth. 
Have  you  ever  fooled  around  with 
my  secretary  after  hours?” 

“Well,  er,  yes,”  the  other  con- 
fessed, “I  have.” 

“Okay,”  said  the  tycoon,  “you  can 
go.” 

The  second  vice-president  an- 
swered the  same  way.  So  did  the 
third  vice-president. 

Finally  the  company’s  treasurer 
came  in.  When  asked  this  question, 
he  replied,  “Hell  no.  I don’t  even 
think  she’s  attractive.” 

“You’re  my  man;  you  fire  her.” 


It  was  intermission  at  the  fra- 
ternity dance,  and  everyone  came 
inside  to  rest. 


Many  a chicken  is  lots  more  ten- 
der hearted  after  she’s  stewed. 


Dogs  in  Siberia  are  the  fastest  in 
the  world  because  the  trees  are  so 
far  apart. 


but  Cigars  am  a Man's  Smoke! 


You  need  not  inhale  to  enjoy  a cigar! 

km  CIGAR  INSTITUTE  OF  AMERICA,  INC. 


"A  woman  is  only  a woman ..." 


(Advertisement) 

Want  to  be  a man  of  distinction?  It's  easy. 
You  d on't  have  to  dye  your  temples  grey  and 
change  your  name  to  Pinza.  You  don't  even 
have  to  switch  to  you  know  what. 

All  you  lads  have  to  do  is  reach  for  a cigar, 
light  up,  lean  back  and  presto,  you've  arrived. 
You're  distinguished.  And  that's  gospel,  ac- 
cording to  members  of  the  Society  of  Illus- 
trators, the  men  who  draw  the  tall,  handsome, 
distinguished  -looking  heroes  for  the  nation's 
leading  magazines. 

Seems  that  the  Cigar  Institute  of  America, 
an  organization  with  more  than  a mild  interest 
in  perfecto  preferences,  put  the  blunt  question 
before  the  artists  this  way.  Is  it  possible  for  a 
man  to  smoke  a cigar  with  distinction?  The  CIA 
further  warned  sternly  they  would  brook  no 
haggling.  "We  want  a verdict,"  they  said,  "and 
it  better  be  a good  one!" 

The  issue  was  promptly  joined  and  settled 
with  Albert  Dome,  former  President  of  the  So- 
ciety of  Illustrators  and  President  of  the  Famous 
Artists  Course,  handing  down  the  historic  de- 
cision. 

"Yes,''  said  Dome,  resolutely,  "not  only  is  it 
possible  for  a man  to  smoke  a cigar  with  dis- 
tinction but  a cigar  clearly  illustrates  the 
luxurious  refinement  and  grace  of  good  living. 
A man  smoking  a cigar  definitely  takes  on  the 
air  of  someone  distinguished." 

So  light  up,  lads.  So  what  if  dad's  check  didn't 
come  and  the  tailor  is  hounding  us  for  the  pay- 
ment on  the  tux.  So  what  if  we  have  to  live  on 
coke  and  pretzels  for  the  rest  of  the  month. 
Let  us  buy  ourselves  some  cigars — on  the  cuff — - 
and  relax  in  a carefree,  contented,  distinguished 
way. 


They  had  been  sitting  on  the 
swing  in  the  moonlight  alone.  No 
word  broke  the  stillness  for  half  an 
hour.  Then — 

“Suppose  you  had  money,”  she 
said,  “what  would  you  do?” 

He  threw  out  his  chest  in  all  the 
glory  of  young  manhood  and  pro- 
claimed, “I’d  travel.” 

He  felt  her  young,  warm  hand 
slip  into  his.  When  he  looked  up  she 
was  gone  ...  In  his  hand  was  a 
nickel. 
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The  OLD  LINE 


Infamous  Funnies 


Very  stern  father:  “Say,  young 
man,  it  is  way  past  midnight.  Do 
you  think  you  can  stay  with  my 
daughter  all  night?” 

“Gosh,”  exclaimed  the  innocent 
young  man,  “I’ll  have  to  phone  my 
mother  first.” 

Self  restraint  is  feeling  your  oats 
without  sowing  them. 


“Your  move.” 


Connect  20,000  volts  across  a pint. 
If  the  current  jumps  in  the  product 
is  poor. 

If  the  current  causes  a precipita- 
tion of  lye,  tine,  arsenic,  iron  slag, 
or  alum,  the  whisky  is  fair. 

If  the  liquor  chases  the  current 
back  to  the  generator,  then  you’ve 
got  good  whiskey. 


Then  there’s  the  one  about  the 
dead  dachshund  who  met  his  end 
going  around  a tree. 


Caller:  “Is  your  mother  en- 

gaged?” 

Little  boy:  “I  think  she’s  mar- 
ried.” 


Greek  one  — Where’s  your  frat 
pin? 

Greek  two — Haven’t  got  it. 

One — Lose  it? 

Two — Nope. 

One — Broken? 

Two — No,  but  you  might  say  it’s 
busted. 


Special  Offer! 

This  ad  and  one  dollar 
will  buy  one  private  dance 
lesson. 

Vhone  SUqo  07011  now! 

HERB  LOCKETT 
DANCE  STUDIO 

0209  Fenton  St.,  Silver  Spring,  YI<1. 


$ BIG  DEAL  $ 

CASH  FOR  YOUR  TEXTS  — 

I will  give  you  $1.0(1  in  cash 
or  $1.25  wore  It 

of  merchandise.  oilier  Ilian  textbooks. 

for  every  $1.00  worlli  of 
text hooks  yon  have  to  sell. 

A 25%  PROFIT! 

MARYLAND  Blarrif  Hvatllt'i’.  M^r. 

BOOK  EXCHANGE 

(Opposite  the  Gate) 

This  offer  good  JUNE  1st  through  JUNE  1 1,  1951 
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Save! 

Try  llie  C.P.  Variety  Store 
fir*»t  . . . why  pay  more? 
Phone — WArfield 

COLLEGE  PARK  VARIETY  STORE 

7 ill  ii  llaltinutve  Avenue 


J+olLfw-aad  9n*t 


Fine  foods  and  beverages 
“On  the  Blvd.  at  Berwyn” 


EAGER  BEAVER 

says: 

I'm  eager  for  those 
delicious  hamburgers 
at  the 

LITTLE  TAVERN 

7413  Baltimore  Blvd. 
College  Park,  Maryland 


Sitting  in  class  one  Monday  morn- 
ing recently  were  three  night  owls 
in  tux  and  tails.  The  professor,  a 
rather  narrow-minded  individual, 
viewed  the  group  scornfully  and 
commented: 

“I  would  rather  commit  adultery 
than  attend  class  in  evening 
clothes.” 

From  the  back  of  the  room  a 
muffled  voice  replied,  “Hell,  who 
wouldn’t?” 


Grandpappy  Morgan,  a hillbilly 
from  the  Ozarks,  had  wandered  off 
into  the  woods  and  failed  to  return 
to  supper,  so  young  Tolliver  was 
sent  to  look  for  him.  He  found  him 
standing  in  some  bushes. 

“Getting  dark,”  the  tot  ventured. 

“Yep.” 

“Suppertime,  Grandpap.” 

“Yep.” 

“Ain’t  ye  hungry.” 

“Yep.” 

“Well,  air  ye  cornin’  home?” 

“Nope.” 

“Why  ain’t  ye?” 

“Standin’  in  a b’ar  trap.” 


MoA.tflo.nd.  tJlab-e'idoAlte.n.tf " 

Fhe  best 
in  MEN’S  wear! 


UNIVERSITY 

SHOP 

( next  to  Albrecht's  ) 


Brigham 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

story  that  Brigham  often  tells  about 
the  Alumni  secretary  at  Princeton: 
“An  alumnus  of  the  old  school  got  tired 
of  receiving  notices,  bills  for  dues,  re- 
quests for  school  projects,  and  sub- 
scriptions for  magazines.  In  order  to 
get  off  the  list,  the  graduate  marked 
deceased  on  one  of  the  envelopes  and 
mailed  it  back.  The  following  week  he 
received  a letter  addressed  to  the  es- 
tate.” 

BRIGHAM’S  office  is  also  responsible 
for  the  publication  of  an  Alumni 
magazine,  Maryland,  printed  every 
other  month.  Sent  to  40,000  graduates, 
the  magazine  presents  alumni  with  one 
of  the  best,  if  not  the  only,  source  of 
contact  with  past  classmates  and 
friends.  It  contains  current  informa- 
tion on  births,  engagements,  marri- 
ages, and  deaths,  in  addition  to  nine 
sections  especially  devoted  to  recent 
happenings  in  each  of  the  nine  col- 
leges of  the  University. 

Son  of  a one-time  secretary  for 
former  University  President  H.  J.  Pat- 
terson, Brigham  offers  some  advice  to 
this  year’s  graduates.  “Become  ac- 
quainted with  Alumni  activities,  school 
associations,  and  graduate  clubs.  Each 
alumnus  should  feel  an  obligation  and 
tie  to  the  University  for  the  training 
it  has  given  him  and  the  opportunities 
it  has  made  available  to  him.” 

“Aside  from  that,”  Brigham  asserts, 
“the  value  of  a degree  increases  pro- 
portionately with  the  development, 
progress,  and  reputation  of  the  Uni- 
versity from  which  the  degree  was  re- 
ceived and  with  the  achievements  and 
success  of  the  Alumni.” 

— Bud  Jump 


FASANKO  MOTORS 

for  CHRYSLER  and  PLYMOUTH 


• SALES 

• SERVICE 


UNion  8700 


College  Park,  Maryland 
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Fabulous  Funnies 


Mushroom  place  where  couples 
kiss. 

A young  lady,  telephoning  a music 
store,  was  connected  by  mistake 
with  a garage. 

“Do  you  have  ‘Two  Red  Lips  and 
Seven  Kisses’?’’  she  asked. 

“No,”  answered  the  garageman, 
“but  we  have  two  tom  cats  and 
seven  kittens.” 

“Is  that  a record?”  she  asked. 

“Well,  lady,”  said  the  garageman, 
“we  think  it  is.” 


The  hillbilly,  with  a dizzy  blonde 
hanging  on  his  arm,  took  the  pen 
handed  him  by  the  hotel  clerk  and 
signed  the  register  with  an  X.  With 
a thoughtful  look  on  his  face,  he 
hesitated,  then  circled  the  X. 

“A  lot  of  people  sign  with  an  X,” 
said  the  clerk,  “but  this  is  the  first 
time  I’ve  ever  seen  one  circled.” 
“Tain’t  nuthin’  so  dadburn  strange 
about  it,”  replied  the  hayseed. 
“When  I’m  runnin’  around  with 
wild  women,  I don’t  use  my  right 
name.” 


Mamie  had  been  looking  all  night 
long — from  bar  to  bar — for  her 
wandering  husband,  Oglethorpe.  At 
two  in  the  morning  she  finally  found 
him  seated  in  front  of  a tall  glass  in 
a tavern.  She  sneaked  up  and  sam- 
pled his  drink. 

“Brr!”  she  spat,  dropping  it  very 
quickly.  “That  stuff  is  awful.” 

Oglethorpe  eyed  her  sadly.  “See 
that?  And  you  thought  I was  out 
having  a good  time!” 

Some  women  are  easy  to  look  at 
others  pull  their  shades. 


ONE  BALMY  AFTERNOON  in  May,  a U.  of  Md. 
student,  driving  his  Cadillac  down  the  Boulevard  at  a 
moderate  speed,  noticed  an  old  Model  T stranded  on 
the  side  of  the  road.  He  stopped  to  offer  his  assistance 
to  the  would  be  driver,  by  now  irritated  and  desperately 
in  need  of  help. 

"Where  you  headed?"  inquired  the  gallant  young 
man  seated  in  his  eight  cylinder  charger. 

"Down  the  road  about  ten  miles,"  came  the  reply. 

Said  the  student,  tossing  the  helpless  motorist  a ten- 
foot  chain,  "Here,  hitch  this  to  your  bumper  and  fasten 
the  other  end  to  mine.  I'll  tow  you  where  you're  going." 

The  two  cars  securely  tied  together,  the  benevolent 
friend  drove  onto  the  Boulevard,  towing  the  car.  After 
a few  minutes,  the  driver's  foot  got  heavy,  and  the 
Cadillac  began  to  pick  up  speed.  The  speedometer 
climbed  from  30  ...  to  40  ...  to  50  ..  . and  finally 
came  to  rest  on  the  60  mph  marker. 

Soon  the  inevitable  happened:  a patrolman  began 
to  trail  the  speeding  Cadillac. 

Glancing  out  of  the  side  view  mirror,  the  driver 
noticed  the  patrolman.  Pressing  down  on  the  acceler- 
ator, he  gradually  left  his  pursuer  far  behind. 

The  patrolman,  realizing  that  all  chance  of  catching 
the  car  was  rapidly  disappearing  in  the  distance,  ra- 
dioed to  the  next  patrol  station: 

"Be  on  the  look-out  for  a green  convertible  Cadillac 
travelling  90  miles  an  hour  south  on  the  Boulevard.  But 
here's  a part  you  won't  believe — there's  a Model  T 
following  the  convertible,  tooting  its  horn  and  trying 
to  pass.” 


An  epitaph  on  a New  England 
gravestone  reads:  “Here  lies  an 
atheist,  all  dressed  up  and  no  place 
to  go.” 


The  height  of  frustration:  lock- 
jaw and  seasickness. 


Rules  on  this  page  or  elsewhere  in  this  issue 


LIFE  SAVERS  CONTEST  RULES 

1.  Pair  up  actual  U.  S.  town  names.  Examples:  From  IH  E.  N . ^ .,  to 
BOl  RBON,  1ml.  From  SOFT  SHELL.  Ky.,  to  LITTLE  CRAB.  Tcnn. 
Send  as  many  pairings  as  you  like. 

2.  The  odder  the  names ami  the  more  amusing  the  relationship 

between  the  two — the  better  tour  chances  will  be. 

3.  First  prize  winner  will  l»e  sent  S.iO.  Second  prize  S25.  third  prize 
S10  and  three  So  prizes.  Contest  closes  June  30,  1951.  All  entries 
must  he  postmarked  prior  to  midnight  that  date  to  qualify.  All 
entries  become  the  property  of  Life  Savers,  and  prize- winning 
combinations  ma>  he  used  in  future  advertisements,  together  with 
the  names  of  the  winners.  In  case  of  ties  duplicate  prizes  will  he 
awarded.  Simpl>  mail  >our  entry  to  LIFE  SAVERS,  PORT 
CHESTER,  N.  Y. 
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FINAL  EXAM  SCHEDULE 


June  1,  Friday 


TThS  10 8-10 

MWF  12  and  WS  12 10:30-12:30 

WS  9 1:30-3:33 

June  2,  Saturday 

MWF  10  and  WS  10 8-10 

TThS  11 10:30-12:30 

TThS  12 1:30-3:30 


June  4,  Monday 


MWF  9 8-10 

MWF  1 and  WS  1 10:30-12:30 

TTh  4 1:30-3:30 

June  5,  Tuesday 

MWF  2 8-10 

MWF  8 and  WS  8 10:30-12:30 

TTh  2 1:30-3:30 


June  6,  Wednesday 


TThS  9 8-10 

MWF  4 10:30-12:30 

TTh  5 1:30-3:30 

June  7,  Thursday 

MWF  11  and  WS  11 8-10 

MWF  3 10:30-12:30 

TTh  3 1:30-3:30 

June  8,  Friday 

TThS  8 8-10 

TTh  1 . . 10:30-12:30 

MWF  5 1:30-3:30 


SENIOR  EVENTS 

June 

Baccalaureate  exercises  for  seniors  3 

Picnic  for  parents 3 

Senior  prom 4 

Class  picnic  at  Bay  Ridge  Beach  . 5 

Graduation  exercises 9 


LUSTIXE  NICHOLSON 


t CHEVROLET 

* ^ i..--  -- 


Your  local  Chevrolet  dealer . serving 
University  of  Maryland  students 
and  alumni  for  27  years 

5710  Half imorc  Ave.  Hyalfsville,  >lil. 

WArfield  7200 


French  — .1*  She  Is  Spoken! 

ONE  OF  THE  SMARTEST  AND  MOST  SUCCESSFUL 
FRENCH  FARCES 


??OH!  AMELIA” 

("OCCI  PF.-TOI  D'AMELIE”) 

starring  voluptuous  DANIELLE  DARRIEUX 

The  greatest  success  of  the  Paris  stage — full  of  vivacity  aud 

uninhibited  carefreeness brought  to  the  screen  with  all  of 

its  French  humor  and  situations. 


Added  Attractions 
CHARLIE  CHAPLIN 

“IN  THE  BANK” 

Also  JOSE  ITURBI 


Now  Playing  at  the 

Plaza  Theatre 

New  York  Ave.  at  14th  St..  MAY. 


Study? — well,  not  much  more 
time  left  for  that  this  year,"  says 
Connie  Butts,  our  Girl-of-the- 
Month.  She  claims  Bethesda  as  her 
home  town,  and  incidentally  her 
address  is  incorrectly  listed  in  the 
directory.  (Ed.  note:  New  address 
available  in  the  Old  Line  Office.) 

Connie  is  an  Alpha  Xi  Delta  who 
loves  to  swim.  Her  127  pounds  (?) 
are  well  distributed  over  a neat  5 
feet  5 inches.  She  has  green  eyes 
and  brown  hair  and  is  looking  for- 
ward to  Ocean  City  where  she  can 
swim  to  her  heart's  content.  k 

Photo  by  Jim  Hansen 
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Campus  Interviews  on  Cigarette  Tests 

Number  8. ..the  Baltimore  oriole 


“I  don’t 
go  for  a wild 
pitch!” 


c, 


I lean-up  man  on  the  baseball  nine,  this  slugger  doesn’t  like  to  reach 
for  ’em  . . . wants  it  right  over  the  plate.  And  that’s  the  way  he 
likes  his  proof  of  cigarette  mildness!  No  razzle-dazzle  “quick-puff” 
tests  for  him.  No  one-whiff,  one-puff  experiments.  There’s 
one  test,  lie’s  discovered,  that’s  right  down  the  alley! 

It’s  the  test  that  proves  what  cigarette  mildness  really  means. 

THE  SENSIBLE  TEST  . . . the  30-Day  Camel  Mildness  Test, 
which  simply  asks  you  to  try  Camels  as  a steady  smoke— on  a 
pack-after-pack,  day-after-day  basis.  After  you’ve  enjoyed 
Camels  — and  only  Camels  — for  30  days  in  your  “T-Zone” 

(T  for  Throat,  T for  Taste),  we  believe  you’ll  know  why  . . . 

More  People  Smoke  Camels 

than  any  other  cigarette! 


CYvOVC,^.  Q.\JWlWX 
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